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NOVELTY. 
Every Act a Play. 


BEING 


4 Short Paſtoral, Comedy, Maſque, Tragedy, 
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Charles Czſar, of Benimgton, Eſq; 


SIR, 


Ovelties and their Introducers, have generaily 

moſt necd of powerful Patrons: Yet while I make 
bold to Dedicate to You a Dramatic Entertainment. that 
may be ſaid to want a precedent, I dare not preſume to 
recommend it to Your Prote&tion. There are ſome 11] 
Cuſtoms in the Buſineſs of the Pen, as well as in that of 
the Sword. Mcethinks a Dedicator, who ſtrives to en- 
zwe a Man of Honor blindly to rake his Fart againſt 
hoſe that tax him with Faults, reſembles a mad cHOW, 
yho would draw in a Gentleman to be his Second, upon 
a trivial quarrel, in which 'tis great odds ut he is in the 
wrong. In cither Ducl, inſtead of gettin> ſatisfaction, 
both Principals and Aſlitants are often wo: 1ded, and 
many times the latter molt. Neither the Fondauls of a 
Parent, nor even the Vanity of an Author, can make me 
think any thing that may be call d mine -:; the follow! ng 
Sheets worthy the honor of Your Patronage 3 and Ge 
A 2 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
the reſt, for which I am oblig'd to others, its Mer 
wall, I hope, ſecure it a kind Reception. 
Yet be pleas'd, Sir, to permit the whole to appear gric| 
and countenanc'd wthYour Acceptance: 1 will nor (.y,it wil 
fright Envy and lI|-nature from uling this as ull as they dg 


better Pieces; for Ifind,they are no re{pectors of perſonsan; | 


far from being ſo fearful as ſome Writers wou'd havethey 
be thought by theirPatrons,they make nothing of a rex 
of Priviledge, miſuſing even what claims the Protection 
Lords,nay, Majeſty it{cIf.Butthis] dare afticru,thatYourNane 
will advance the Reputation of theſe Scenes ; for thoſe In 
ſons that are acquainted with your Character (and ther 
arc but few of the better fort but know and reſp) 
will not be able to 1magin that any one durſt preſume 
Dedicate to You an undeſcrying Piece ; and ſhou'd thy 
miſlike this in the reading, they will, 1 fancy be inclindy 
ſuſpe& their own Judgment, rather than thac of the Wen 

Bur, Sir, while this-may protect me from theSeverity 
others, ir cou'd never ſecure me trom Your julter Cenſutt, 

/ 

were notYour Goodneſs as celebrated as Your Judgmen, 
and Your indulgent Diſpotition to pardon Faults as great 
as Your Skill ro diſcover them, You pity thoſe untot- 
tunate Men upon whom the Curſe of Poetry 1s entaild, 
kindly conſidering, that aMulſe, like a Mittre(s, tho plealing 
at firlt, 1s ſeldom long {o to the man that's wedded to 
her, or indecd to any others , eſpecialiy when he's forcd 


to reduce her to be a Houſhold Drudge This, Sir, - ems 
buldens me to hope, that if You condemin the weakneb 
<\ my Performance, Youll at leaſt approyc my Zal ; fince- 
1 do nu offer this to You as a Thing worthy Your Ac 
CCPTANee 3 Dus merely as an opportunity ro publiſh the Ve 

NCration 


\ 


The Epiflle Dedicatory. 


ration 1 have for your extraordinary Mcrit. Were it 
"wt much more difficult ro commend than 1t 3s to admire, 
| wou'd now- like ſome 'modern Writers, aflume a Poctic 
Licence to tarn an Epiltle Dedicatory into a Panegyric ; 
Conſcious that what 1s Flatterv in ſome». night be con- 
frued juſt praiſe when ſaid of You. . Neither ſhou'd Ihe 
tinted ro the Encomium of Generolity, tho that's the Soul 
o everv noble endowment and a virtue ſeldom forgor 
n Dedications. Yours; like the Sun's kind influence; 1s Ry] 
liſpens'd» even while the power that- cxerts it 15 unſeen; 
nd therefore a bare hint of fo diftuſive and known a Good 
voud be ſufficient ; the rather, becauſe 1 ſhou'd have a 
lrge field: forpruiſern Your other Virtues; many of which 
te naturally inſeparable trom that. But ſhowd 1 cnlarge 
on the ſweetneſs and cvenneſs of Your Temper, on Your 
gaping and diſcreet behaviour with Your Equals, Your 
condeſcending aftability to Your Interiors, Your Humant- 
n, Your Moderation in a flouriſhing Yourh, and . what's 
more difficult in an ample Fortune, Your knowledge of 

Men as well as of Books, and every accompliſhment that 
ans You the eſteem of our Sex, and the Loye of the 0- 
ter, Your fricnds might yet juſtly accuſe me of having 
ludtoo little, while Your Modeſty alone woud tax me with 
having ſaid too much, 

1 had almoit forgot its rift injunCtions, and my pro- 
miſe not to make You uncaly with Your Praiſes ; fo diffi- 
lt ic 1s to be filene whena pleaſing Theme and opportu- 
ty combine ro make us ſpeak. Yet what I muſt deny 


Jay lt, will, 1 hope, be the task of bzcter Pens. Why may 
- ['0t Deucalions and Pyriba's being fate upon Parnaſſus, when 
-[\ercſt of the world periſhed by the Deluge, be thought 


Q 


The Fpiftle Dedicatory. 
to imply that the Muſes friends wall be preſery'd, while g. 
thers ſhall be ſwept away by inundations.of ignorance and 
oblivion ? if ſo, your Name ſhall live, and'may even tranſ 
-mit this faint eſſay to poſterity. 
| 'But tho I muſt curb my fancy, I may give a looſetg 
'tmy wiſhes, for a long and happy Continuance of that more 
rcal Life which you fo wiſcly know, how -to uſe, My 
'your Years ſtill row] on ſmoothly,and attended with ney 
pleaſures ; may yourDeſires be crown'd, and may Iftil] bx 
nappy, 1n being thought, 


S 1 R, 


f— Aa 


Tour moſt humble, and 


moſt obedient Servant, ; 


Peter Motte 
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nd 
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The PREFACE. 


Hope ſeveral things will induce you to paſs gently over the Defetts in this entertainment, 
I I was put on this bold Attempt, being hinder d from Fong you a better Play, which, 
waiting its Turn, cannot appear till next Winter. Mo of the beſt Attors being engaged 
on ther Plays, I could not expett they would ſtudy mins, This made me th inkof [omething 
that might be got up by the by. | | 

T writ the Maſque of Hercules,and Mr.Eccles having ſet itwith his uſual Succeſs,and 
Jet more maſterly than my Mars and Venus, if paſſible, Surry with the ingenious 
Mr. J. O!dmixon to give me a ſhort Paſtorakj* while I ſcribbl d over a Farce after the 
Italian Manner, and an Imitation of part of a diverting French Comedy of one At ( for 
ſuch Plays are very common in Foreign Parts. ) Then I wanted nothing but a Tragedy to 
have ſomething of every kind, Kut, as 1 ſaid already, the beſ#" Tragedians were engaged 
in other Plays '\ 

At laſt 1 Jerhoug my ſelf of one already ſtudied, called The Unnatural Brother, 
written by an ingenious Gentleman, and atted 6 Months ago, tho not with the ſucceſs it 
diſerv'd, 

e the latter Part was extremely applauded : So Iwas perfwaded to make bold with 
it, as Ido, with thankſul Acknowledgement ; the rather, becauſt I could eaſily contra&# 
the moſt moving Part of the Story into the Compaſs f one Att, with (ome Additions ; yet 
without mutilativg my Author's Senſe, for which I have all the Veneration in;aginable. 

All this was done in a very ſhort time, the warm Seaſon threatening me with your 
Abſence : And I got thoſe Ators I could to ſtudy and rehearſe for me by the by : But among 
them ] muſt particularly mention Mr, Bowen, who has been ſingularly diligent in getting 
by heart @ large Part, while he was ſtudying ſeveral others. 

D will only add, that you are not to expett @ Plot in the Paſtoral ; That's: chiefly to 
amuſe you a while by its Innocence, aud the ſoftneſs of the Verſe. As for the Maſque, 
if it ſhould be ſaid that I have not alrogether kept cloſe to the Story of Hercules; the Fu- 
dicious knnv, that a Poetic Licence.will bear me out. 

The foregoing Lines were publiſhed as a Preface to that Maſque, ſome few Copies of 
wbich were printed for the uſe of the Audience, the firſt day of the Novelty*s being Afted. 

[ have nithing to add, but that altogether it has met with better [ucceſs thanl cou'd expect, 
ſee, (thanks to my friends ) it was not only beneficial tome on the third,but alſo cn the ſixth 
day, and that in a Seaſon when the Tin is moſt empty. I know I ought to make amends, 
ans I fancy Iam not without hopes of doing better, ſince I have not the vanity of ſome, 
W0 toink they have written well, when their bad Plays bave ſucceeded betzer than 
Gey deſerved, 

Tou bave here the Farce as 'twas Ated the firſt day ; the latter part beings left out 
afterward; ; ſome few of the Audience having been offended at it, but more at the length of 


that AGF, T have (een moſe of the things that were miſlik'd, much applauded when Atted by 
Harlequin and Scaramouch. But it muſt be own'd, that many fooleries pleas d when 
grac'd by thoſe incomparable Mimics which may not [uit with the Genizs of ourS tage The 
Whole will I hope, at leaſt be thought inoffenſiue, as is all that 1 have written hitherto; for 
I have always been of Opinion, that a Writer cannot be too careful in public Entertain» 
ments, tho we live in a ligent ions Age. 


Pro: 


For moſt Things pleaſe when new, ev'n your own Wives, 
But Wines, he fears, are ſurer t9 delight 
| Than Plays. Play: ſcarce can dot ene ſingle Night, 

Yr frill has found you kind ; but, for h1z part, | 
Swear;, 'Tw as your gocdnels more than his deſert. 
Chiefy at ot crs Coſt be tre."ts to Day ; 

For e2'ry Aft 30a ll kave a diff rent Play : 

Fach hind diſtinÞ: Then let no Critic grumble ; 

Some td king Plays are a worſe ſort of jumble, 

The firs a Paſt ral, which t' afriend * due ; 

Be} that's for none but th innocent and true, 

And I much fear, Gallants, tis no: for y04, 

A Comic Dijh before you then he'll ſer, 

And much in Seaſon ; that s a Beau in debt: 

Paor, as a Poet, in all Things but's Cloths ;; 

For Poets are at beſt but dirgy Beaux, 

And what, long after a third day, God hnows, 

Hes Third's a Maſque. The fourth he chiefly drew 
From a late Tragic Drama ſeen by few ; 

Yet hopes 'twill pleaſe no leſs than if 'twere new, 

The fifth's a Farce, where ſomeodd tricks are joyn'd, 
Us d by the Italians 3 to which pray be kind : 

Np hope in Farce true Wit or Sence t0 find, 

Stre your Devotion ſeveral Plays will bear, 

As in one day, ſome ſeveral Sermons hear, 

Theſe are not long ; but be not ſorry for t, 

All things are not the worſe for being ſhort. 

Our Author ſtudies, Sirs, to make you eaſy ; 

Some things, the leſs they are, the better pleaſe ye. 
Light Cloths, and lighter Fond are beſt this weather, 
Next Winter for more ſolid fare come hither. 

Plays, Whores and Musis , go rarely off together, 
When Volunteers returs, who, like Commanders, 
Went 10 buy Mechlcn-Lace, and driak Champaign i*# Flanders, 
Then they all bravely march to Winter Quarters, 

To be bombarded bz the Fizard-Mortars. 

The Tars, who play'd at Bow-peep with the French, 
Come to ſpend all upon ſome batter d wench ; 

And Beaux, of honor fond, when Danzers ceaſe, 
Tobuy Commiſſions, hearing of a Peace. 

Raw Squires come ts be modiſh, ſee a Play, 

Be rigg d, be rookt, be clapt, then ſnra\ away; 

And Petti-fozgers come t9 ſpend their Guincas, 

Thea Plantiffs and Defendants all trot home like Ninnies, 
Projettors come ty offer means and way:, 
And a huge 710b to offer us damn'd new Plays, 
Kept back by many ſuch, and ſume few bet:er, 
Oar Authnr, till bis turn, muſt be your Debtor, 

Fir , by the by, we did theſe Aﬀts prepare, 
To make good ts deficien-ies of funds laſt year, 
Stace he may make amends, pray let '«m paſs ! 
Reſtore the Credit of the Bank of Bays! 
Fs 11 z&'re thus treſpaſs, ticl, by wondrous Chance, 
This is reviv'd, and we b.ive Conquer d France. 
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T O pleaſe yu with new Whims our Poet ſtrives i 
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PROLOGUE, ſpoken by Mr. Bowc 
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THYRSLS. 
EO . 6 979, 9 


Il 101 372%. 7 
210 ge. * Iota, z+L 
| 35 _ 
A Paltoral. 
Shepherds. | Shepherdeſles, | 
Thyrſis, Mr. Scudamore. | * ' Dorinds,' '\.| _ .- © Mrs. Laſſehs, 
Damon, Mr. Bayls, Gfeomira. | ' Mrs, Bowman. 
Montano, Mr. Arnold: A 1 . F 


Satyr, Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes: 


SCENE a Green. before a Wood. 


Enter Montano and Dorinda in Shepherds Hahit, '. <f. 

Der. Shall be «nownonu 59 Ap? 2 ile SD 

1 Men. You. need not fear ; FORT T 
/ M Your habit will ſecure you here. | 
On me you ſafely may depend, 

You know I ever was your friend. 
In this Diſguiſe, it People knew IT Coal 
You were not loſt, who'd thinkof you-2' 1s» » 4b 
Among the Trees we'll ſtayonnſeen, * i10! ©; the 0, 
And hear what paſſes on the Green :' | po 
The Swains will quickly leave their Sheep, 
To play beneath the Shades, or. ſleep ;. 
[Then 7hyrſis comes, and you may hear 


What ground you have for what you:fear. i- .u | +l. {> . 
Dor. Delicious ſhades !-Ye oft have ſeew 7 0 i - + 

How bleſt I formerly have been, - vo 47 bog nt oF 

When I have met my Thyrſis. here, - by Nur n 

And heard him ſigh, and heard him ſwear : 3 If 

But oh ! he falfly ſigh'd and ſwore, TW 


That then he lov'd Dorinda more ;/ 4 1 ob 

Than Doves their Mates, .than,Ewstheie Lambs, _-: . 

Than tender Kids their fawpingiDamsg a v3 -: 2:43 7: c. 

Than Streams the Banks they glide along, 

Or joyful Birds their vernal Song : B But 


| > « 
But Streams ſtill kiſs 'their Banks: The Spring. 
Still tempts the joyfut-Birds to ſing : 
"Kids ner their fawning Dams forget, © 
Nor Ews their we fr ves theigMates : 
Yet he is chang d, and thinks notnore” 
Of me, or what he falſly ſwore: __. 
Mon. He chang'd nor till he thought you dead- 
Dor. And hardly wept to loſe a Maid 
Whom once he lov'd, he ſwore at leaſt, 
- And _—_ he lov'd me beſt. 
' But who that hears my, wrongs, will now 
Believe a Shepherd for his Vow ? 
Ye Maids! that ſhall within this Geowe, 
" Betempted with the voice of Lave, * 
Refufe to hear, the Charmers ſhun, 
For if you cruſt 'em, you're undone. 
Mon. If Thyrſis loves, he loves in vain, 
Your Siſter likes another Swain. 


. 2; Dor, Tho Citemira.ſhou'd rcfute 
«| Mis ſuic, will that his Fault excuſe ? 


Mon. Ne er think hj++ faulty, :ilbyou know 
How far the Youth has Sroke his Vow. 
Had you been dead, his hopes were gone,, 
And his had then been free. | 

Dor. So ſoon ? 

Montano, you of old have ſcen 

The Shepherds oft forſake the Green, 
For years to mourn in Cypreſs Groves, 
For ſuch Misfortunes in their Loves. 

To bath with Tears their Virgin's Graves, 
vigh to the Winds, and weep in Caves : 
To Rocks, to Trees, of Fate-.complain, 
And nor. pretend to lave again. 

While Thyr/ss ne'er forſook his Sheep, 
And ſcarce cou'd condeſcend. to weep : 
Nor figh'd in Caves;-nor to the Wind, 
Nor told the Waves they. were unkind ; 
But once or twice for Cuſtom ſigh, 
And choſe my Siſter fbr. his Bride. 

Mon. You only was bslov'd in her: - 
He ſaw, and lik'd your Ficture there. 
You muſt confeſs his Love was due 
To her, for what ſhe has like you. 
Youre ſick, Dorinds ; ceaſe your fears, 

Dor. ,See----He that makes me ſick appears... 

Mon. No, by theſe Symptoms I can tell 
He comes that is to make you well. Excint.. 


+ J | T_ 
Enter Thyrſis. Damon —_ at a diſtance, 
Thyr. I ſhould not fancy this Retreat, d. 
This fitence, nor this Shade fo fwedt, 2 44 
Did not my Thoughts whea Fam. here, 7 
Run all on her I love: fo dear. | we 
That I wou'd part with all I have; 
For ſome ſmall Hutt or little Cave , 
Within the Covert of this Grove, 
To o_ my Life with ltr I lovs; 
But ſhe prefers another Swain, . kv, | 
And I'm condemn'd to love in vain. - | 
When e're we pipe, his Tunes are beſt, - 
When e're we dance; 'tis I'm the jeſt, 
She likes his ſtep, ſhe likes his mein, 
And he's the Maſter of the Green. 
The faireſt Garlands ſhe can weave, 
She thinks not fine enough-to give 
To him; but what's on me w'd ... 
Is all too fine, and all 'too goodst 05 Bit , -6ls 2- 
Her Ribbands, and her Crook arg.his: : '* - * © 
Nay, once by chance, I ſaw "emkiſs. 
And yet, alas! I can't forbear” 
To love, and ſerve, and think of her. 
Will ſhe then neTe on me beſtow 
Part of thoſe Joys ſhe'lets. him know:? 
Damon, . ( ſhes himſelf) No. 6 *4 He 
Thyrſ. What make you here inſulting Swain? 
Go mind your buſineſs on the Plain : 
Go feed your Lambs, and watch your Sheep; 
'Tis true, thou haft bur few to Loop { 
Butout-of few to loſe but one, ny 
Thelofs is great, and thou'rt undone. : 
Da. And yet, proud youth, tho thou haſt more, 
Who envies thee thy Father's fore ? _ 
Where-e're thou driv'it thy Flocks co graze, 
The Nymphs and Shepierds leave the place. 
They hate thy Pipe, and dread thy voice, 
Our Lambs are frighted at the noiſe, 
Thy Songs and Dances are at beſt - - + 
The Goathetd's ſcorn, and Ploughman's jeſt. '' 
Thy Songs are bad, thy ſteps are rude-; ' 
But we confeſs thy Flocks are good. . ' | 
Go watch 'em then, for great s thy charge, 4 
Thy Herds are vaſt, thy Paſtures large; 
Thy Men may ſleep, thy _ may Play, 
Thy Flocks may rove, thy Herds may {tray ; 
And when thy Flocks and Herds are gone, 
Poor Thyrſis thou art quite undone. 


B 2 Toyre 


(4) 
Thyr. No: more of ſuch diſputes as theſe, 
But go, and let me ſleep in peace... 
Dam, You came notiherei to fleep to. Gay! 
I know your Buſineſs, and. wall ſtay.” 
Thyr. There's Room enough within che Grove $::) 
Go in, and leave mew——' 
Dam. With my Love? | 
My Cleomira? No, Ill ſtay, 
And make her hear what both _— 
Thyr. Thy Cleomira ? Thou'rt.a 
To fancy ſhe can be ſo dull. on | 
- As once to think of ledavidg me: | S0o0q 
And all that I poſſeſs, for thee , 
Dam. What reaſon coud'ſt thou ever fa 
To hope the Shepherdeſs defign d 
Her ſelf for thee ? Whene're we play, 
From thee ſhe rurns her head away:s:» 
When e're we dance ſhe. chuſes. me. | 
To take her hand, and frowns-0n thes; 7". 0 


Thyr. She frowns peetrkps roo let_me know,” 'i' _ 


She's yexrt at what ſhe's fore; todd ; 
And if ſhe turns her head aſiae;: 
"Tis more her Modeſty than Pride, 
Maids uſe thoſe worſt whom they-like)beſt; 
And where they love they ſhew irileaft. 1k 
Cleomira runs over .the Green as FTA the om, 
Dams. Stay, myCleomira ! i. 1g. 
Thyr. Stay ! 
Da. Hold ! _ ht the Nymph: at 
Thyr. Hold ! tght her : Paicked _ 
How ſhe looks l arp turns —-= .- v 
Dam. 'To me. 7 DY £8 
Tell me why, you; + Fr: 1-9 ? 
Who cou'd hurt fo fair a Maill 7 3} 3 " 
Is your Spaniel rug away 2? "abs IF ER oc 
Has the Woolf broke in to day ?' -..., i'-. * - 
Cleo, No, but I have been purſu'd- aa: | 
By two Monſters of the Waod. [ | 
Dam. Ceaſe your trouble ;.never fear; "Mu 
Youare ſafe, whjle 4 am here. | 
Thyr. Ceaſe your fear, you need not fy," | 
You are ſafe, while I am 
Cleo. Should I truſt my. le 7 If to fe 
What coud'ſt thou pretend to do : [ToThyrfis, 
Thyr. 1 cou'd fight, of 
Dam, And ſa cou'd I, 
Thyr. I cou'd bleed. 
Dam And I coud dye: " 


"\ 


® CYAF * _— 


Thyr, | Can e———_ 

Dam. What you've done before ;, 
Talk of Marriage to a ſcore ; 
And when all thy Reaſons fail, 
Think thy Riches will prevail» 

I can 

Thyr. Boaſt of much deſert: 

In ———_ of a hearr, 
Tho the preſent muſt be ſmall 
When with that you give yourall. 

Dar, 1 have nothing elſe to plead. 

Cleo. Nothing elſe ſhould here ſucceed, 
Riches take at Court and Town, 

Where there's nothing better known z 
Lore 32d Conſtancy muſt reign 
In the limits of our Plain. 

We that know winat 'tis to live 

On what Nature has to give ; 

On an Herb, or or. + Plans ; 

How can we Proviſion want ? 
Evry Wood and evry Field 
Sores of rich Proviſion yieid; 

He, and only he is poor, 

Who is ever cravings more- 

He who thinks his Wealth above . 
Truth and Conſtancy in Love. 
Let him not infe& our Swains, 
Let us drive him from the Plains: 
Let the Maid, who e're he wooes, 
All that he requeſts refuſe — 

Let me go, I fee the Sun 

Declines apace ; I muſt be gone: 

Dam. As yet 'tis high, and you may ſtay : 
The youth will make himſelf away, 

Cleo. You need not fear when Thyrſis grieves ; 
Durinda's dead, yet Thyrſis lives —— 

Nay, let me go ; the.time is come. 
That T ſhall be expe&ted home. 
Tloyter'd once, and loſt a Kid, 
And if I ſtay I ſhall be chid. 

Dam; Muſt I go too ? 

Cleo, No, then they'll ſa 
That we've agreed to Wed to day.. 

They won't believe the Satyrs drew 

Me here, but I came here for you, 

No, Damen, ſtay ; the dangers gone, 

And L may venturs home alone, $2572 


(6) ey 


"Dam. While T will tomy charge repair, 
:And ſee that nothing's wanting there. 
You, Thyrſis, too ſhou'd not forget, 
Your Herds are large; yourFlocks are preat. 
'You ſee, 'tis now to0 late to ſleep, 
And-you'll be wanted with your Sheep- 
The Shade's too coo], the Maid is gone; 
What then ſhou'd you do here alone? Ex. 
Thyr. Hence with hope, and hence with care! 
There's ſome corafort in deſpair. 
Now I know the worlt is paſt, 
Something good may come ar laſt : 
-Lert me like a man endure 
All my Pain, a:zd hope no Cure. 
Hope will but encreaſe my Erick, 
When 'tis ſo much-paſt relief; 
Hence with hope, and hence with Care, 
There's ſome comfort in deſpair. 
Oh, how much we do boaſt in vain 
Of the quiets of the Plain ! 
How we idly talk of eaſe ! 
Love, alas ! diſturbs eur Peace : 
And where e're the Tyrant dwells, 
Be't in Palaces or Cells, 
Peace and ſoft Content remove ; 
War and Tumult wait on Love. 
Onee, and I call it oft to mind, 
T lov'd a Maid, and ſhe was kind. 
Oh ! How cou'd I once forget 
How ſoft was every Word, how ſweet 
Was ev'ry Look ! For me ſhe choſe ” 
To leave'her Lambs, to leave her Ews, . 
'To hear me pipe beneath a Tree, 
And all her Buſineſs was with me-+ 
(Soft Mufice Flutes are beard. 
Hah4 What friendly Notes are theſe, 
That charm and ſfooth my mind to peacs, 
Some happy Swain within the Grove 
Has met, and entertains his Love, 
Muſic gives pleaſure to the Bleſt, 
And to the Miſerable, Relt. | 
He lays down on a Bank, while be ſleeps a Satyr leaps out, and as it 
to ſtrike, enter Dorinda azd Montano» Dorinda comes #f 
Satyr runs away, | 
Dor. Hold Villain—go in, Montano ; \» 
Nor ſtay to ſee a Virgins weakneſs ; 
Bur ſave my bluſhes: Stay within, 
And, when you ſce your time, appear. - Fxit Mont. 
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ne wakes, and as he lifes his Eyes, 
They bring thoſe glances to .my view 
Which charm'd me once, and if I gaze 
Llove and then am loſt again. 

| Who talks of love, and being loſt? 
In words and with a voiceſo ſweet, 
That tho it wakes me from a dream 
Where I began to taſte of joy, 
And feel Dorinda in my Ajgns, 
Yet I am _ 

Dor. Perhaps to be reliev'd 
From Dreams whih troubl'd your repoſe, 
Andſet a Maid before your Eyes, 

Whom you were wiliing to forget. 

Thyr, Thy voice, fair youth, thy looks, prevent- 
My anger ; but whoe re chou air 
Tis fare unkind to think me falſe, 

Before chou know It my guilt, 

Dir, | know 
You -ave been guilty, if tis guale to love 
Another while the Virgin lives: 

To whom you have engag'd your heart, 

To whom you vow'd. you wou'd be true, 
Till death ihould part ye----Did you not ? 
Yer, ere death parted ye, you chang'd, 
Abd if to break. a vow be guilt, 

Iknow , 

Thyr. Nothing ; for the T lov'd is dead, 
They told thee falſe who ſaid I chang'd 
Till death, deſpair, and one fo like. 
The. Nymph I lov'd, ſo dear to her, 

Þ kind toev'ry one but me, 

That not to love her had been worſe 
Than not to. ſcorn her when her pride, 
Diſdain'd my Sighs ; till theſe prevaild. 
The loſt Dorinda had my heart. 

Der. But if the loſt Derinda lives 
Cou'd you pretend to innocence, 

Or fay you had not broke your Vow ? 

Thyr, But if the loſt Der inda lives ! 


y.that? Whence thou ? and whatthy Name.? * 


Excuſe me, lovely youth, from words, 
And let me gaze- upon thy Charms? 
Oh! Ev'ry legk revives my ſoul ! 
Lice (or elſe I'm yet aſleep) 

e Graces that I loy'd inher. + 
But.if the loſt Durinds lives ! 


That 
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That word, that laſt bewitching ſound L 
Strikes to my heart, and tomy mind- | y 
Reſtores ſomany former joys, 
That if thou art not her her ſelf, 
Thou art fo like her, I forget 
My Woes, and all that I have loſt 
To ſee thy Eyes, and hear tlry voice. 
Dor. Oh ! Thyrſis. Falls in his Arms. 
Thyr. *Tis ſhe ! Dorinda! let me hold - 
"Thee faſt, and if I dream ! Oh Heaven | 
Let me dream (till, and never wake. 
Enter Montano. 
Mon. Dorinda. 
Thyr.Dorinda lives ! 
Dor. And Thyrſis loves /! 
My fears are gone, and joys ſucceeds. 
Mon, Y ou Thyr(;s are obligd to me 
For what you hear, and what you ſee. 
Thyr. Oh how, Montano ? Let me know, 
Men. Be calm, and I will tell you how» 
As I this morning watch'd my Sheep, 
While you perhaps was faſt aſleep, 
A youth came to me from the ſhore, 
Whoſe Face, methought, I'd ſeen before ; 
But when he ask'd me, if I knew 
Such Swains, and bluſhd in naming yon, 
T kiſt him oft, and wept for joy, 
To ſce Dorinda in the Boy. 
She told me, when we thought her loſt, 
She ſafely reach'd the Delphian Coaſt. 
How ſhe came back, and why ſhe came 
In that diſguiſe, and hid her name : 
Your Marriage was refolv'd ſhe heard, 
And had he Gd it as ſhe fear'd, / 
She vow, alas ! in that diſguile, 
To make her life your facritice. 
Dor. Peace, good Montano, ſay no more, 
For now that all our griefs are ore, 
Bring no ſad Profpects to our view, 
Since I am iafe, and ſhe is rrue. 
Enter Damon, Cleomira, Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes, 
Damon. Thyrſis here ſo late as this, 
Sure there's ſomething chanc'd amiſs. Muſic is heard. 
"Tis paſt our ſleeping time, 'cis cold, 
1 he Flocks are driving to the Fold. 
- the Goats are milk'd, and we are come, 
Tiyr, Toſing Durinda's welcom home. 


Ri 


Cles My Sifter here diſguis'd ! 


Dor. The ſame, | | 
Cleo, Oh ſay, when, how, and whence you came £7 
Mom. I brought her here, but when how 


Tjl tell you, as We $O. 

Thyr. But e re we part 
Let each in.Songs exprets his _—P 
Let's dance and ling while we have light, 
And talk and kiſs away the night. 
You Damon, with your Pipe attend, 
My Rival once, but now my friend, 
The gayeſt Tune's Dorinda's due, 
The gayeſt Tune muſt come from you. | 
To you thoſe honours I reſign, 1.4 
Derinda only ſhall be mine. 

Mon. Her. Welcom, ThyrfesAet us ſing, 
In Notes as ſweet as forthe Spring. 
As when the Trees begin to bloom, 
The Leaves to ſpread, the Buds to come ; 
When Vi'lets firſt the Fields adorn, 

: And watbling Birds ſalucte.the morn; | 7, 
Feaſts, Songs and Dances fill the Plain, fo 
For joy that Summer comes again ; 
Such let Dorinda's welcom be, 


And all rejoyce hkehim and me. +: To Thyr/is, 
SONG q 
H*7 Eyes are like the morning bright, 
Her Cheeks like Roles fair, 


Her Breaſts like Water'd, Lillies White, 
Like Silk ber flowing Hair, 
I I. 
Her Breath's as ſweet as Odors blown 
» #y Zephirs ore the Vales; 
Her \kin's as fine as ſoft as Down, 
Her Voice like Nightingales, 
of ©; 
Where-Ore ſhe breathes, where-e're foie ſinrs, 
How happy are the Groves, y 
How bleſt, how much more bleſt than Kings, 
The Shepherd that ſhe loves. 
Choras. 
Witch gentle ſteps let's beat the | ground, 
In gladſom Couples joh'd, 
For joy that your Dorinda's found, 
And Cleomira kind. A Dance of Clowns. and Shepherds. 


Thy, Thus merrily we'll homeward move, 
While Hill and Vale, and Plain and Grove, Exeunt with Muſic, "WI 


Ring with the ſound of joyful Love. 
The end of the Paſteral, C ACT, 
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All without Money, 


A ſhozt Comedy. 


Dramatis Perſ 01C. 


Neeamere,g Beau much in devt,” given | Freeman, Veedmort's friend, Mr. Arxl;, 
to trearing. Mr. Scadamcre. | Clira Ti eoarfia's Frien: !, Mre, bu 
Spredwel, his Man, a Witty, Suwcy ! Dorcthy, Theodrſia's Woman. 
V2lec. Mr. Bawey, Mrs. Law 1 
Theodoſir, Needmore's Miſtreſs. Mre.Prince. | Le Suge, a French Trii e ir. 
Brother to Theodrſo4. Mr. Bayle. | Mr. Freeman, 


Bayliffs, Taylor, Cooks men, ec. 
SCENE the Pall-Mall 


Enter Needmore, felow'd by Speed el. 
Need F JEy | Speedwe il ! Whete the Devil's this Blockhead 2 


Speed. At your heels, Sir, light enough in Belly and Purſe not to 


lag far behind. We), at laſt your Credicors- have their turn; you've made 
them walk, and now they make you run. 

Need. "The worlt is, I have been ball'd where ever I went, and can't raiſe 
2 pt:01y. 

Speed, Alas, Sir, my heart akes for you; Pm ſure my Legs do with follow- 
ing you 5 with much fear, but no» money, a hezvy hea:c, and a light-oair of 
heels, you ve made a5 many doubles ro day as any bunted Hzre 3 the truth is, 
you've (cap'd a whole Kennel of Huunds, 

Need. Ay, a damnd Pack-ot Dogs had me in the Wind, 

Speed. *Tis well I had, you in the Wind too, for I thou'd certain!y have been 


poyſon'd in (orne of thole damn'd Ajleys we went thro. Well, I'm bound to 
pray for Perſumers he longeſt day I live : Therefore, Gveer Sir, if you bave 
any kindne(s for yo':r poor Servant; Pay honeſt Si-nor Palvilio the fiſt. 

Need. We have go.1e thro ſome: unpleaſant By- ways, I confſels. 


| Speed, 


(22) 

$pced. Some Cid you ſay.2 Why, no Scilking Scribbler , or Tally-man 
ve; chro more in 2 week, 1 think." Thea, in the ſtreets, if you bur ſpy'd 
{me one of your many Duns, you, torn'd ſhort, run like the Devil, or ftept 
"to ſons houſe, to ack f 2: ome bocy, who, to your knowleGge, w3s not 
there : Preſently afcer P2133 d bo: card ; then, ro avoid another, you ſtarted, 
whe! about, or mage 3 it: 7 of looking on a VV all; now whiskK'd thro an 
Tan, nex? thro ſome” blind paſlage, nil, like a Ship ſtill cacxing about, you at 
þ|t jſt got —fo the place fr917 vhence you came. 

Need, The teſt Miſters cf $1;ps {ometimes can co no more. 

Sed, You're like a Miſter of a Saip indeed, for your Rigging and whole 
Cargo belong to othergren. b 

Need, To the Devil and your Dogſhip. CHe bicks him, 

Speed, 1 beg the Devi!'s Pardon, and yours, Sir, I had forgot my ſelf. 

Need. Yes, you ſawcy inſulting Raſcal, and always do: 

Speed. 1 know it, Sir + h2G I rot, 1 had left you long ago, when you firſt (a- 
Jared i772 thits. for 24vifing you to k-ep in compaſs, as my old Maſter order'd 
me, Welt, I &{:- cer all, wicked Root as I am, for breaking the many 
Oaths I've m2de 10 nit your fervice—But 1 xm too generous to leave a Gentie- 
man in diſt;&fs 3 and therefore VII (ty till I ſee you clear, if potdiblez for, as 
for the S2liry you owe me, I {carce look for't. . 

Need, Yo need nor; you are Kozve enough to have cheated me of more. 

S+-ed, But } was Fool enough to ler you chet me again the Jawful way of 
Lozn Well, T give thar over too$ only remember, Sir, a Man may cauſe 
his ox-n Dog to br'e him 5 an2 hen I leave you, all your Creditors, eſpecially 
Monhear Le Diablo, will hove more power over yoa than ever. 

Need. S2y(t thov {oz Wellthes, tor thy good Name I will reward thee. 

{{Needmore puts this hand in his pocket, 

Speed, At, hr, hah ! WI--+ makes vour hand there? To my knowledge you 
h1'nt one C-ofs 1-fr, Your F-eeches ire now in the faibion, a damn'd deal of 
Pocker, bur no Lining: You 15ald hive taken a Coach: lie, bot char you fear'd 
being ſerv'd as nou onc* was, keep it all day for want of Money t Ciſcharge 
it, 2nd be oblig'd 15 biik it a night, Yonr, Watch *ro0 is gone, and your fine 
Snuff-Box. The Painteg one 1 have ſecur*'d [He pulls it out, "and takes Snuff o:it 
of it, ] for the pretty Poſture*s lake, or .it has been gong at Play-laſt night—— 
Pur here "ts for yew, Sir. | [ Takes Snuf again, and gives 5: him, 

Need. There, Sir! you luve Snuft | perceive, [Throws the Surf in his face. 

Speed. Ay, bur not & much at once tho. So! Farewell Orangerie and Ber- 
gamotte. Irem half 2 Crown tor that; whick parts me in mind of abont ſeven 
pound due for Snuff, Carts, 2nd Chocoiite : And the Frnit- womans BYl too 
of four pounds odd money, 25 conſcionable as a Poiheczry's: IT don't think 
there's a Cheir-man or Co2ch man you dor.': owe Mmney ro. F dare fay you're 
already in deve to the She- Farmers of the Sice-Boxes ia the Play-houſe. 

Need. Well, Raſcz) ! Whar then? jÞ# the fine fellows in Town do as 
much— -I ſhall be able to pay.my Debts Thotrly,  — :.; 

$pced, E G19, that won't be like half! the fine Fellows 'in Town then —— 
Bur 1 fear, r%e Money you expectivilÞelylike the reſt, "that is (like half the 
aneFellows in Town to0)vou'll ſcorn to ray a farthing of your Debts with ir,bue 
will wiſely chuſe to play it «away+= Wet], may | rever ſee woney again, if I 

C 2 | believe 


-% 
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believe a Coach ang Six cqu'd he? drawn you off laſt night, till you hag bg 
thoſe fifty Guinezs, and made your (elf 2 clear Gentleman. | 

Need. 'Tis true; and it plagaes me; for I have iavited T heod«ſix to (up wih 
me her? at my Lodzingsco night. 

Speed, 59: The Dzvil ow'd you a ſhame, an{ h2 means to pay you. Hox 
do you think to trexc em? —H1 ! Let me (ee ! here's 4 new Beau- Petuke ! 
Pray, Sir, how much does that coſt upon Rep? 

Need. Only 35 Gaineas, Sir. 

Fred. Zoons ! That's more than head and all is worth. I'm afraid I (at 
ke you in Jail for Peiriwjes and P. wdtr !—C me,pull i: off, Sir pull it off, ag 
pur on that you rick'd fo, before this, and thea ? 

Need. Wrhatchen > 

Speet, What then ! Why then, I'll paivn this and treat your Miſtreſs. 

Need. Prichee take iny head too. | 

Speed. A Bzay's head ! Nay thea no B:oker will :alce it in—— Well, I figd 
a good Wig is the very lift Moveable os B:ay will part with- q 

Need. B it without fooling, who's to bs done now ? 

Speed. Nothing without fooling : VLileſs we can fool that teſty Cook: Ls 
Soupe, your Gaelts mat chew the Cnd, aud all of us go fupp-rlefs ro Bed, 

Need, You know 1 hall have 2 Bull from wy Fach=r within theſe ten days 
21d then 11! pay hi;n 5 fo te!l him. ; | 

Speed, So you told him theſe ten months — alas, Sir, you modiſh people 
ave no Almzaicks, thac naakes you forget your felves, and play at Carcs 
O' Sundayim——\ here co.o02s. M: Freemen; Be (ure you thike hin, he's your 
riend; and to nike him'more fo, humour Ein; fawn on him, comme*ad him: 
lattery is a ſort of bag Money, for which even che wilcit ofcen part part with 


m4 
Enter Freeman. 


Freem. T cams to look YOU: Jz 
, Nees. My dear, dzar Freeman! I'm heartily glad to ſee you. This is 2 
xindneſs beyond my hopes. What can | ſerve you in ? Speak, you knyuw I'm 
ways ready to ſerve iny Fiend, I'm open and free, and you may command 
me. | ; 
Free, | thank you: Let ifeRation dwell at Court 5; I'm without fomality, 
your friend. © | 
| Nyed, *['were a Crime to-douhr it : But, Complements alide, pray t, me. 
K09w what broughe you hither ? 1 


Free, V.ithall 'ny hearts Sm:ilirg. 

Speed. | mult know £20, (afrde and peeping.) 

Free. You mult know, I core to vals 2 vay this - /eniag with you. 
Speed. Yo |! (ofide) 


Need, How unhappy am I, that you cau'ci You muſt pardon me, my deat 
Eiend ; for I -xpe&t Company tonight. , | 

Free, Yes, Theodoſia: She cold me to, herſelf 3 and entreated me to bring 
Clara to (up with yo. too. of which, L,thoyght fit to give you notice, that you 
might 7.2t be (rpriz d., : | | : EE 

red, More 3uglts !' But "twill beat his coſt; or c'gad chey're like to ve 
warkk ſurpriz'd. [ajde, FE: 
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| Well, what ſay you to this matter. : 
- Have a good heart, Sir. (aſide ro his Maſter) | 
"ith Wed, You may be ſwe, you'll be allas welcom as I can make you. | 
greed, Eigad the welcom he'll find,. he*s like to bring along — 


$/ fre. Then I'm reſolv'd to be merry to night, and drown in Champaign a 
4mn'd melancholic humour that hangs upon me. 

; Speed, Champaign 2nd no Money, I don't like this beginning. (afiae.) 
al Need, Can vou have occaſion to be melaacholic, you who are the envy of 
MN | yweMen, and che Darling of che Women ? 

Fe, What a pox, haſt thou lately been reading the Academy of Comple- 
ments? If 1 did not know thou ha'it money, I ſhould think thou ha'ſt a mind 
to borrow ſore of me. | 

Sed. Ten pound to a Supper he lends us none... (afide.) © 
| Need, Whence proceeds then.your being out of humour ? ! 
Fre. From chat which makes every body fo, I've parted with all my 


money the old way. ; 
Seed. Oh ! Now for a Corcial ! 'Tis well , if he don't ask us to lend.(afide.). 


Need. Vin heartily ſorry for your loſe. 

Seed, So am I too, as I with for a Supper to night. (afiae,) 

Free. The lok is not much 3- tis the manner of it vezes me moſt, for I loſt- 
al running, without ſo mr'c}; us turning a ſtake. 

Speed. Sir, Sir, lend Mr Freeman 1» or 20 Gymeas. 

Free. By 130 means, I thal! have money to morrow. 

Speed. Nay, Sir, you know my Maſter's always ready to ſerve his Friend; he's 
open and free, and you may commaid him. 

Free, I know ic— = Burt a pox © Fortune I fay, (he deals us good or bad luck : 
3 (he does Stations, or we Cards z Knaves, 2nd Kinss (ſhuffled up together. I'm . 
afraid there were Harpers in the Cornpary, 
| Ned. That's nut unlikely; they yer ruw into the beſt : for thee are ſome of - 

allRzinks, For this, 1 my felf have now forfworn play 3 tho that's the way to + 

td te days tedious, and (ofe one” intereſt with half the Bean mende'? But [* 
find chat playizig on the {quare is {ike riealing on the (quare , the ready way to - 
be undone. Yer do not curſe Fortune, my triend 3 you ſhould rather pray to 
ber, ſhe has been. and may be kinder to yod. | 

Free No, if ſhe's a femzle, as her hcklent(s proves her, by a ſpirit of con- 
tradition, (he'll be ſute to be k\ndeft <5 thoſe chat reſpe&ther lealt. Well, as. 
ieu till night ! We'll come betimes, | 


Seed. Ay, ſooner than welccm, I dare ſay. (aſide) 
Neel. Your Servant. Exit Freeman. 


Speed. Faith, Sir, I'm afraid he ſmoxk'd you. 
Need.” | hope not. Ye: friends wh#a we're in profperity cleave to us; as+ 
Quick-ſlver does to Gold ; bur forfaize us alike in the Rorv Triyal. 

Speed. Ay, Sir z thoſe are- your Twvn friend : The, r6 like your-Town 
Wines and Town Wenches, e gad yo2.aay try 3214 befcrs. you light on one:- 
that's right or ſound, 


Nees, 
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Need, Well, will you berhink your (elf how to bring nie off from thishyy, 
ſforly ? . 

mt I! T can'ttell what to do in ir. 

Need. What, thea will you fee me difgrac'd, and give Theodoſia occaſion 
frown on me for a month together ? Pr ithee try to gee us lomething to ex, 

Eped. *Tis vain, Sirz your Creditors are now no fooks-Come along with gs 
and fee if I lyez which if I do, may 1 be bound to paYyour Gebrs, and thy 
I would not do for half an Eaft India Br ibe. | 

Need. Bt how (hall I ger off? 

Speed, E'ne do as Ladies do when they're in love with their 
your (elf ſick and take your bed. 

Need. Then they'il come to ſee what my Di ſtemperis, and finCing I havey 
Fever, preſently call for Supper. | 

Speed. Send for ſome eminent Phylician, hz';! order you ſome damn'd Drend 
2nd make you tick enough. : 

Need. You know I dread Phyfick as I do Poyſon. 

Speed, Or a Bayliff - Ay, I had forgot that 3 there's ſcarce a Town Spak, 
bur is as mech ſet againſt Pills and Bolus, I chick, as againſt Marti-ge ard + 
pentance 3 and th-t makes 'em delay thoſe three birter Rerrecies to the ls, 
We'l then, ſaprole I pretended you were gone to fight a Duel. 

Need. How !. ſhill a Cen leman precend a Duel ? 

Speed, Why, 'ris as common now to pretend *ein as afſignations ; tho*taer 
but 'o excuſe the wounds gct in a pleaſanter fort of encounter. 

Need. But this falſe renore would frighten Theodofra into real fhckneſs, 

_ Very gcod! Go on, I perceive you intend to be a man of you 
word, 

Neeg. No, prethee tell me what I muſt do ? 

Speed. S'death, Sir, I'd as ſoon undertake to get you off, when fluſter'd, from 
2 giming Club, or chatting Mask in the Play- houſe. 

Need. Well, 1 will bewhclly guided by thee. 

Speed, Leave me ther; I havea whim in my head may chance to ſetyou 
ree. 

Need. Ptithee let me know it ? 

Speed, Ay, as we do a Prophecy, when it has taken <ft-&. 

Need. Why will you hide it from me ? 

Speed. That it may bz hid from other people— Whar, tell a B2au a ſecret? 
a Chambermaid wou'd not Co ir, (afrae.) 

Need. But it may be ſome pitifol mean thing, 

Speed. A mean thing, and I contrive ic ! 

Need. Let's conſult about it rogether. 

Speed: No conſultations, Sir : Two will keep Councel if one be aw2y. 

Need. | muſt ſubmit tEen to your Will and Pleaſure. 

Speed. You ſhould have confider'd before you had made the Invitation. 
'Shud, leave me to my ſelf. 

Need. Methinks 

Speed. Leave me, I ſay ; You diſturb me worſe than a talking Better does 2 
buſie G3imeſter. 


DoRor, ftig 


Need, 
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Ne, Well, I muſt endure any thing as matters 8o now. —=Exit- Ne. * ye, 
reed. $0! Now I command. This 'tis to ſerve an unthinking Maſter. I 
12; kepe to wait on his idlenels at the Colledge, and muſt attend his extrava- 
ice in Town; till with a lictle more experience, I may f& vp for my ſelf, 

x much by rooking, as he has loſt by fair play, and theo look as big on 
im, zz others formerly of my ſunRtion do now on their Betters But in the 
nan time my brains aſt work for his, Stay ! I haveit ! I'll whip over 
» Theodeſia's and put it in practice. [ He runs croſs the Stage, and knocks at the Door, 


Erter Dorothy, Opening the Door. 
Dy. Oh! Is it you > Whar's your bulaels ? 
Seed. I'd ſpeak with your Lady. 
Dr- Is your Buſine(s preſſing. 
red, Faith, pot at 311 : | come to know when we may expect her, that Sup- 


j fer may be ready at her coming for, you maſt kao, Child, my Maſter 


makes no COMmon entertiinment to tighs, 

Dw. I'm gl.d on'c ; | love feaſting dearly. _ 

Seed, Ay, your mouth waters at the very thoughts on'r, like a Chaplain's 
meichioy grace Over a good Dinner. 

Der. But are you in earneſt ? 

Speed: As you were when you loſt your Miiden head. 

D», This pleaſes me ; 1 love your coſtly great Treats. 

Sed. I gnJer (2nd you 3; you are always for great things, Come, confels, 
Cont you love me 4 great Ceal 3 

Dr. H:ivg Love; let's talk of the Supper. 

Se, The belt Love indeed is commonly after that. Wel), ours will bean 
etrzo'dinmry Tree, l&t me tell you. 

Dir, And let me tell you, Il! keep an extraordinaty Stomach for'e- Take 
ee to pigch three or four Bottles of the choiceſt V Vines, and ſecure ſome of 
tie bet Dithes for usz then if I Coat love you, ſay I've nothing of a Lady's 
women «dcut me. 

Fed, | commend thee. Girl, thy love is 1n thy Belly : where elſe indeed 
b 09/9 Ti 't ? * 
Dor. Peace, I hear my L. idy cominz- 
Enter Theodoſia. 

Te, Iz naw, Sir ! What brings you hither ? 

*«*d My Miſter Celires to know, Madam, at what hour you will pleaſe to 
binovr his with vour Coo pany to night ? '. 

The, As ſoon 38% tis convenient; Too forn for him, tell bin. 

Seed, A Witch o' my Conſcience, if 1 con't preveut it. (afide.) -— Bat 
Madam ——— Shaking bis head * 
Tre, But what? 

Seed. 1 ſhould zcquzint your Ladythip with ſomething 1f T duſt, : 

Tie, fy" Curſt! Why, is it of ſuch dangeroas conſequence ? If it be, *ris fit 
L bould k1iovy, 

Seed True, Macam ; but the danger is chiefly co me : If my Maſter ſhould 

Me cowe to know what 1 would fain tell you, murcher would enſue. 


| (16) 
Theo, Troft me, he ſhall not know it, as1 have honour ! 


Speed. Ah ! Madam ; but 'tis very dangeroue. 
Dor. V Vhat zils the ſool? V Vhat's dangerous? To truſt a Lady of Q,, 


lity ? 
Speed. Yes, on her woman's ſecrecy, fa 
Theo. ND, -1'il engage for her. Prithee lets know it, = 
Speed. VVhy chen, M1dam, /but not a word ! ) Some raſcally Neighboisl,, | ? 
-ving feen you twice or thrice coming from my Maſter's Lodging, havehey | 5 
leay'd to beſtow ſome uncivi) reflections on yolitr Ladiſhip , for which1 ky | ? 
ikewiſe been pleas'd to beſtow ſome blows on their Coxcombs: wh 
Dor. VVhat 2 tale vf 2 Roaſted Horſe the Raſcal tell us ! V Vhat made Ja 4 
put my Lady in the head of this. Al 
Speed. T only would caution her, that if ſhe-ſhould receive ſome (mall fg | 1 
a$ the paſt ro or from us, (he would take no notice of it, but tome; frm | 5 
Maſter js certaialy the moſt deſperate man on ſuch occaſions; that ever "ai | 
the Liv to his years- | Y; 
Theo. No, 00, to prevent the worſt, I'il not go at all, your 
, Speed. So ! Now Maſter, thank my wir. (aſode.) Well 
Der, V Vell then, Madam, fince you won't, gb to Mr. Needmore's, l& te | your 
Supper-be brought hither, *cwill do as well. | | Uon 
The. With all my heart ! Let 'em bring it. 
Speed. O Lord | There this damn'd greedy Jade has over-react?d me. [6 
The. Stay I'll have no Supper brought. D'you hear ! Ler *em bring nas 
twill be too much trouble on beth ſides, Wha 
Doy. Trouble ! Why, nothing more eafte, Madam. 
The. Hold your prating, I ſay I wil] not go. Ne 
Dor. But how will you excuſe your (cl: ? Spe 
The, 1'll pretend I've the h-ad-ach. Ne 
Dor. That will ſeem too ſaJden to be thought real. | The 
Speed, Why (o? It often comes ſuddenly 3 and I think 'tis the beſt pretet } puny. 
you can uſe, 11] go and back ir. | Ds, 
7Tbe. But take care be mo 
-_ © On chat never trouble your ſelf : Pz you bur ſecret, Maca FX 
e, | will, , | ite 
Speed. $5 | now my Maſter cores cff with flying Colour«Caſide. Ex. Thea 
For, VVou'd thy Neck were broke ! Thou (hamming Raicag=—l fncyts | night, 
is one/vlÞ4s projects to hinder us of a good Supper. Need 
Theawef\y, but'l fancy 'tis by Þis Maſters encouragement, Freeman and Cn} then 
are to ſup there to night * Now it comes into my head, that Needmore thithÞ nandes 
he can't ſo freely entertain Clara, if T am with 'em. Theo, 
Dor. Do you doubt his love then, Madam + " Dor, 
Theo. T don't know; Men are inconſtant, and Clara's handſom— VV Ae exp 
I'm. refolv'd 111 ſpojt their ſport co night, for thither 1 will gc Need 
Exew®. | Uttof 
Der, 1 
Theo, 
bufic 0 Need 
Theo, ' 
SCEN 
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SCENE Needmore's Lodgings. 


Fnies Needmore and Speedwel. 
Sreed, Well, Sir, what do you think of my Condud? 
Ned, 'Tis wonderful | Machiavel was but a Type of Speedwell, 
Speed, Humb : This is fome acknowledgment however. 
Need. Prethee haſte now to Freeman, and deſire him to tell Clzra thit Thes- 
is taken ill, and the entertainment is put off, 
1, Who the Devil could have imagin'd he had had ſo much ſenſe ! 
Ad, Til about it inſtantly. 
Need, Excuſe me to him. 
*p:d, You may be fure ont. ' 
Ned. Tell him that — 
 $#d, Teach a Bully to ſwear, or a Gameſter to cheat! I want none of 
rour InſtruRtions: What viou d you have done had it not been.for me ? 
Well, when I dye (for I know I ſhall leave Money enough of my Wages in 
your hands) let me have a Marble Monument, and my Effigies at full length 
uonie, with theſe lines engrav d at my Feet, 
Here Speedwell lyes, of Serving-men the top, 
' Whoſe matchleſs Wit was the ſecureſt prop 
Of a young, thoughtleſs, wild, expent:ve 
What chimes to prop, hah ? 'Sdeath here comes one will put me to a ſtop, 
Enter "Lheodoſia and Dorothy. 
Need. Bleſs me! what are you abroad, Madam ? This Raſcal told me — 
Seed, Nay, the Raſcal to!d you nothing bur truth, 

Ned, That you were taken with a violent pain in your head. | 
The, Ay ; but 'tis over now ; and I came out to divert my felf with com 
pny. 4 
Ds. See, Madam ! a man caught by his Wife with her Woman cou'd not 

be more ſurpriz'd, aſide ro ber Miſtreſs 


_ Td I wihhit ben't too foon, Madam! I fear you may take cold- I wou'd 


Wiſe you to let me wait on you back. 

7 No, no, I'll run the riſc1e of that: I raean to be your Gueſt to 
night, 

Neg Madam, the thoughts of you are an eternal feaſt to my Soul ; think 
Gen whar now your ſight i5 But yet 1 am moſt unhappy that T have counter- 
manded Supper upon notice of your indiſpoſitiou. 

The, No matter for Varieties ; any little thing will ſerve my turn. 

Dor. A little thing ! I hate a lictle thing. afide.} No, Madam, Mr. Ne! 
"ure expets Madam Clara 

Ned. I did fo, from your Ladyſhips Invitation ; but upon the ill n-:- 
tt to beg her not to come to night. 

Dor, Tf this ben't all a trick, I never knew any. [afide to rr 

v. One Diſh will be enough ; you need trouble your ſeif r- © :-\:c 

Need. But what, Madam, if Clara and Freeman ſhould come ? 

The, Why, then lay tiie blame on 'me. 
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Need, But one Diſh, Madam, looks ſo rude, and difreſped&ful, 
Theo. I tell you *ris enough : Pray ſend for'r ; for here I mean to ſup, 
Dir. Ay, ay, pray do, Sir ; you ſee my Lady is refolv'd ont. If you a 
der'd three or four Diſhes rwwqeud be nere the W2:12 ; for We both low 


S27per Go {eo/reve io INSeO, fl 
Speed. Ay, three or fourſcore ! ah ! thou avſeafonable, thou unreaſongy | | 
SuPpPer-gut, [ aſide. | 

Need. Well, Madam, ſince you are pleas'd to command it, he ſhall gg | 4 
one— DYyou hear, go, and pet us ſomething- To Speed. 


Speed. I fear, Madam, you won t like what I ſhall beſpeak ; and I'm Go 
contident you wou'd highly oblige my Maſter if you wou d pleaſe tw | 
his Treat till to morrow night, becauſe —— | 

Enter Freeman and Clara with ker Weman, 
Der. See, Madam, here are both Mr. Freeman and Madam Clara ! 
Speed, Wou'd they were at Jurk ! They re een as weicom as a Tax (yg, 
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le&orto a Grambletonian, [afide. 
_ Cia You fee, my Dear, I am obedient ! But what would not I dota 
joy your < -mpany. ſy 


The. Rea''ty, my Dear, had it not been for the pleaſure of - yours, I hd } y; 
ſup: elſewhere to night ; ſo- Mr. Needmre is wholly oblig'd to you fa 
mine, 
Speed. O! Yes, moſt damnably, Deformity ſeize her for't! (aide : 
Free, Come, Ladies, Compliments apart, let us walk into the next Rom, | yi 
taere we may play tiil Supper comes. 1 
Speed. Say. you ſo, Sir ? E gad then you may play tiil you ſtarve, (4ia 1 
Cla. I hope it won't be long, for I ve a very. good ſtomach. 


Need. I fear you will have but a ſlender Entertainment ; but this Lady » 7 
the cauſe of it, [ They all go in except Speedwel. : 
Speed. Ay, and they'll be damnably ſlender too, if they ſtay till it cns| Wh 
They will tind all as cold within, 2s a Citizen's Country-houſe in Win 7 
Burt what mz2ans my wiſe Maſter ? He leaves me to bear the brunt ?'l, S 


commonly ſo: The Maſter gets the Maid with © hild, and the Man az jp wh 
nurry ber : Nay, pox on him, if he's ſo regardleſs of his own buſineb, mn} ne, 


{hou d I perplex my ſelf? B 
Enter Needmore, whe 

Need. Speedwel ! v; 
Speed. Sir 2? T; 
Need. What ſhall 1 do ? Br 


| Speed, Faith, Sir, I can't tell: T want fome of that which damns Lam} 5; 
and all the world ; for without money 1 can do nothing ; all your Ga} Virg 


tors count me a Cheat and a Rogue. 1 
Ned. "Try if you could not prevail with Le Sowpe. | B; 
Efeed, I've try'd him often enough : You had as-good beg in Dutch, ® a bit 
that you know is a very ſpeeding Language, alon 
Need. But what ſhall 1 do with theſe people within ? 3] 
Speed. Nay, look you co that. here 
Need. 1 with they were out of the Houle ! bj 
Specd. Is this all you wou'd have ? 5 : 
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J. That's all. ; = 
ro O! that's eaſie enough. Do but fezm ſomewhar frighted and di- 


ſubd: Leave the relt to me. | 

Ned. But what muſt I preterd is the cauſe of my being fo ? 

Seed. No Diſpute, Sir. Mind you your part, and Ill play mine , ne're 
doubt MC» Exit Speed. 

Need. What the D<vil he's going to do, I can't imagin. "Tis a ſharp de- 
ſzning Raſcal, and | ;auſt let bim alone at prefent. Sure the Rogue will 
take care of my Reputation. Iam now in his Power, and the Villain knows 
hut too well, for which in time he thall feel mine. 

Enter Theodoſia, Clira, Freeman, Speedwel, a:d4 Dorothy. 

Tie. My Brocher wounded ! Did you ſee him, Speedwel ? 

Speed, No, Madam, bur 1 heard fc. 

The, Where did you hear it, and from whom 2 

Speed, Ar the corner of our ſtreet, from a croud of People. Some were 
Cying he was dangerouſly wounded, others, that they fear d his Wound 


was mortal. 

The. Give me my Scarf. 

Speed, So! It works rarely ! | 

Thee My Scarf quickly ! 1 hope, Mr. Needm.re you won't leave me in this 
misfortune ! 

Need. No misfortune could make me leave you, Madam. | Taking her hand. 

Fre, Stay. He's here himſelf. 

Enter Brother to Theodoſia, 

Tie, O my dear Brother ! We heard you was almoſt kill'd. 

Bro, They re ſomewhat uncivil who kill'd me without letting me know it. 
Why, I have not had the iealt quarrel : Who was the*Reporter of this ? 

Toro. Speedwell. 

Speed, 1 heard it ar the cor: of our ſtreet, Sir, from a croud of people, 
who nam'd you, deſcrib'd you, faf you was run thro the Body, and, like 
me, pity d you extremely. 

Bro. You ſee I am as dead as any man alive: I din'd at the Blue-Peſts, 
where I ſtay'd till now. 

Ved, Borrow of him if you c:n. [aſide to bis Maſter. 

Theo, And where they made you play, I warrant ? 

Bro. No, for [ lent all my Money to a friend, who play'd and lolt it, 

Speed So! This Commodity of Money is as ſcarce among thele people, as 
rginity in a Play-houſe. (aſides) 

Tho. Pray what brought you hither ? 

Bro. I heard at home y u were come hither to Supper, fo I came to take 
a bit with you ; for I hate as much to ſup alone, as molt people do to lye 
aone ; you know, nothing balks a good Stomach like that. 

Speed. So ! Cuſtomers come in apace ! Bur e'gad, if you're not worſe balk'd 

here, I'll be bound to treat youa twelve month. (aſide 

Need. Be pleas'd to walk in there. 

The, Ay, come, for he mult give ord-rs. 

Bro, Flark you, nothing the more for me, I charge you, 

Need, No, no. 
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Speed. Nor nothing the leſs, I dare promiſe him, (afide) 

Bro. If you do, I'll never be fo free with you again. 

They all go in except Necdmore and Speedys! 

Need. Speedwel ! [Shews him by his Fingers bow many Gueſts be mut my 

Speed, Sir ? [ Anſwers him by ſigns, | 

Need. What ne're a word of Comfort ? 

Speed, Alas, Sir,all things runs ſocontrary, Lvow Iu afcaid you ſaid yy 
Prayers this morning. 

Need. Is there no getting them out of the Houſe ? 

Speed. Be rul'd by me, and I warrant you well do'c. 

Need. As how ? Tell me, my dear dear Dog ! 

Sreed. Why, ſet your Lodgings o' fire, 

Need. Ay, but 'tis dangerous. 

Speed. Dangerous ! What a pox, would you go to. Heaven. in a Cog 
with a Wensh inyour Arms ? No, you wad take ſorac pains, run ſome hy 
rd Well, in ſhort, I have but one ſtratagem more, 

Need, Haſt thou #ne more then ? Oh ! Tell ic me quickly ! 

Speed. Pretend your pocket was pickt this morning of all you; Money 
and that you're fallen out with Le Sonpe, and have no Credit any where of 

N&d. That's well enough too : Butchen I fear I ſhall dilplcaſe Thus, 
Ay, ay, that will certainly difoblige her for ever. | 

Enter Catherine, Clara's Woman, 

Cath, Sir, you're wanted within. 

Speed. Ay, and without too : Pox on her . Our Plot is ſpout again, (a, 

Neea, I come Exit Woman, 

What ſhall I do, I am going to be horribly handled. 

Speed. If they re for tofling you in a Blanket, I'll take a corner, *tay, 

what do you think of giving your ſzIf to the Devil ? 
Re-Enter W:iman, 


Cath. Sir, I m {ent again. 

Neel. i! cin, - cantcome yet. ( Exit Woman. 

Speed, Once more, if youl! rake wy Counſel, walk off and leave 'em- 

Need. I dare n:6t, 

Speed. Nay then take your own meaſures. But look you, vir, hes 
Le Soupe. 

Enter Le. Soupe., 

Speed,, Try, if you can work him to any thing of good nature: for ny 
part { found him more ſawcy than a Baylitf, 

Le Se. Sir, your humble Servant ! I hope your honour has got fome mv- 
rey for me now. | 

Need, Q my worthy friend, Mr Le Soupe | Ay, ay, Monlicur, within thi 
Fortnight Ill pay thee every penny. 

Le Sox. Ay, vir, but in the mean time———- 

Need, Why , in the mean time J ſhai! only deſire you to let me have? 
pretty genteel Entertainment f *. fome Friends that I ve here to night: 

Le Sew. | have entertain d tov many of your friends already, Sir, to My 
colt, Zoons | | bave been as patient as a Grgcers hall Creditor — But 
hind, that betwegn promiſing and performing , a rgans Valls may by ® 
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naked as the roof, and his Back as bare as the naked truth. 

Need. But now my Word ſhall be as good as my Bond. 

I} Sou.-T believe you. I would not take either of 'em for a+ ſorry En- 
zl black Pudding. 

Enter Brother. 

Bro. ( At the Door.) Needmore, a word with you. 

Need, I m coming dear Le Soupe , let me entreat this one kindneſs 
of you : I'll give you a Note under my hand, 

Le Sou- What, never to pay me ? 

Fre. They're out of all patience within. 

ſreed, He's ſpeaking to the Cook, Sir. 

Ivo Never put your felf to unneceſſary Charges ! One Diſh will be e- 
noughe 


Need, Well, you ſhall have no more; Exit Brothers 
ſpeed. No more than you have now, I dare engage. (afale) 


Need. Dear Le Supe, let me prevail with thee. I ſhall have a Bill from 
my Father's for goo /. within this Fo:tnight, and then I'll pay thee upon 
ty nOnOur» 

[2 S:upe» You've pawn'd that ſo long ago, like many more, I dare fay, 
you dont think it worth redeeming ! Look you, Sir, there never was leſs- 
money, nor more need of it ; your words without that are like treating a 
man wich a Fiddle when he wants a Dinner. Upon the word of a Cook, 
L will fend ſome friends of mine to you preſently ; and fo, Serviteur. 

| Exit Le Soupe;. 

Seed, Ah diable je r nie —— Will you go, Sir 2 And Fil providefor theic 
Entertgnment. You know my Lord Title, what if he ſhould proteR you» 

Need. Who ? 

S$p:ci, Why,he who: wich 200 a yearzias 3-0 protected fervants? Ex. Speed... 

Need. I ſcorn it 


Enter Bayliff- in Women': Cloaths. 

Need. Hah ! What Strapper's this? She looks as much like a Bawd as a 
Catch-pole looks like a Rogue: (aſide) 

Baz. Pray, Sir, how may L[ ſpeak to Squire Needmore ? 
| Need. He's 4 lictle engagd «: preſent, Madam ; but if you pleaſe, Il de- - 
liver any meſſage to him« 

Bay. I muſt do it my ſelf, Sir ; for ſo I promis'd the Lady: 

Need, Is your buſineſs from a Lady then ? 

Bay. Yes, Sir. 

Seed, (Peeps in) Ha ! What's here ? A Woman ' 1'll lifter, whate're hee 
bulineſs is, (aſide) 

Ba)... Are you the Gentleman, Sir ? 

Need. My Name's Neednwure, Madam, 

baz. Then, Sir, pray give me leave to Arrefl you, at the Suit of Mr Fx- 
'artzon the Scrivener., 
Seed. 'Sdeath, he'il be buried.ative! I muſt prevent it. (aſide ond ſteps ont,) 
Need. Is not he aſham'd ro take me up for the Prin:ipa! 2 Why, 1 han't becrr.. 
1649 pay the uſe. None but a Knave would Arzelt a man theſe times - 
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© Bay/ Theſe times ! why they are the beſt times.in the World, for ug. By, 


look you, Sir, ſince you (ay there's nothing to be got of you, and you plead go. 
verty, in Charity, as. I'm an Officer, I wou'd avoid troubling yov. Come 
Ti! have but 5 Guineas Civility Money, and then you ſhall chuſe whether yoy|| 
run away fromme, or I from yoo. 

Enter Speedivel with a Sponge full of Ink : He comes behind the Bayliff and 

blinds him with it. 

Speed. Who am I ? Gueſs, Mittrels Fexny. 

Bay. 1 don't know. Let ime go. (rug ling) | 

Speed, I'll waſh your-Eyes, Madam ; 'ewill clear your Eye-ſight. 

Bay, 'Sdeath I've loſt my Priſoner. 

Speed. Priſoner ! Cry mercy ! I'm miſtaken, 1 took you for an hore} 
Friend. E xeunt Speedw- ans Needmae, 

Bay. Loons ! Where were your Eyes? I'm a Bayliff! Oh ! He has putou 
my Eyes. Stop him ! Help! Murther ! Serter, Sweer nem, Spurger, Dy. 
bolt, where are you ? Help, help. CExit Bayliff groping. 

Re-enter Needmore and Sptedwel. | 

Speed. The Rogue has grop'd out his way — Now, Sir, run in, ſhut thedog 
after you, and ſhow your (elf, while here I Rudy co bring you off: Don'c (en 
concernd ; Doas Whores, Plotters, and Tradeſmen do, wit1in a day of rus 
ning 412y, put a good face upon the matter. 

Need. 1 muſt. (Exit Needmore- : 

Speed, Now muſt 1 ſhut the door, and cudgel my Brains again=——H! 
There's Le Soupe's Man ! [il cufgel the Raſcal firſt, but Cafter Sawce #s come in 
Speedwel ſhuts the Door.] I muſt keep out his followers. 

Enter Sawce with a Cloath. 

Sawce. Where's your Maſter. | a. 

Speed, There's yours, yeu Setting Dog : There's payment : There's Rake' 
Money : There's new faſhion?d Coin for you. Speed. beats im with a Cydgel, 

Sawce, @h hold ! H)ld ! Hear me! My Maſter's ſending half a Cozen 
Diſhes hicher, Mar. 

Speed. How ! Art thou in earneſt ? 

Sawce, As you were with me naw. He was out of humour z but þ» hasb+- 
thought himſelf, ſent me to lay the Cloath, and beg your Maſtet's p31./on. 

Speed. Then I beg thine. Come, ler's do it quickly, dear Sawce — But 
what made him thus out of humour 2 [They draw the 7 able and (pread the Clath 

Sawce, Why, many things; a $reward put him off tijl next year for deny- 
ing him treble Poundage of a Bill of 5 years ſtanding. Then ſome Officers 
p2wn'd two Masks for a ſeven pound reckoging, and all their Cloaths wont 
yield forty Shillings. 

Seed. Poor Devils. They work hard for *em, and ten to one bur they Fer 
borroiv'd roo, ; 

Sawce. Then, Sir Fobn Rattle beſpoke a fine Dinner, and never came. Six 
ropping Sparks had the Guinea ordinary, then bid us (:t it down. 3nd broke 2 
Waiters head for muttering at it 3 and 4 tearing Beaus cook the beſt roomy calld 
ep all che houſe, ask'd for all varicties ia Szafon, had a dex} of attendance, and 
at [a(t dir'd on Sma!l-ale, and a Cutler. 
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her yon thereabouts——1 1] (hut this door, and call my Maſter —— Oh ! Here 


_ Enter Needmore. 
Need. Ah! Dear Speedw2l, thou haſt got us ſomething, 1 find. 
Seed, 1 han't rime to talk of that yet- Off with your —_—_ Geer. 
Need. How ! (Speed. 1hr0ws down his own Hat and Wig, and bis Maſter s ; Neeg- 
more lays his hand on bis Sword, 
$2-ed. Nay, 'tis no matter for drawing it, I muſt have that too. 
Need, What's the meaning of this ? 
Seed. There are more Rogues below, and I know beſt how to uſe the 
Sxord, Cone, uncaſe, uncaſe; [ Speedwel prlls off his own Coat, throws it 
down : Then heips his Maſter off with tis, then dreſſes i» his Cloaths. 
Your Cloachs fit me fo lo 5 you're almoſt as well {h:p'd as my telkt—— Come, 
Girtth | Take up theſe hibiliments, and dreſs, D:elfs quickly, and obſerve 
your Maſters motion. | Srru:s aberr,} Now do I fancy my f=if a Maſter al- 


rex'y. Why not ? E'gad many of ours are little better than Footmen out of 


Livery 3 and this ſee:ns to (how they may be more akin to ſome of us than they: 
think. To himſelf.} Come, follow me. 

Need. But what will your Honovt do with 7hecod-ſfz 2nd the reft of 'em 2 

Speed. il ſer 'en going preſently. | Knocking at the outward dove.) But firſt 
get i2to the Cloſet, I've locke the inner Door, your Gueſts can't come after 
Us, [ Need. gels mto toe Cloſer } — Now come ia who will. LOpens t other Dooxy, 

ard two Bayliffs diſynis'd like Porters come in, 

Entey 2 Bayliffs dreſt like Porters, carrying a large Basket covered with a Cloth, 

2 By, An't plzaſe your honour, we brivg this from Mr-Ls Soupe's, 

Speed. L-3y it down, | 

3 Bay. Ay, to take you up 
two Writs apainſt you, Sir. (They take away his Sword. 

Speed, Againſt me > Demme, at whole Suir ? In @ counterfeit voice, 

3 Rays Mr. Le Soxpe, and Mr. Cabbage your Taylor. 

Spred. Cabbage ! I don't know the Thief, confound me ! 

3 Bay. That may be, fome of you are ſo long in your Taylor's Books, they 
are Commonly forgot before they're paid : You ſhift 'em as often as you do new 
Suite, 2nd Lodgings — Come alopgs 

Speed, Prethee, Feliow, let's talk firſt. 


3 Baz. I'll tzik with you when you're out of Debt. Demme, would you- 
have us Gentlemen Officers wait as long as your Taylors Bills ? Come away, or” 


Iet's ſte lome Money, 2nd we'll be civil. For a Guinea an kove we'll keep 
you til! v1v've ſent for Bail. 

Speed, Damn'} Scoundrels! Was ever a man of Quality us'd thus. 

Bay. Ay, and worſe, what's quality to us ? -— Run to the Office Marionrd, 
earch if cherebe more Writs out; inform his Creditors z we'll be wel! paid 
fort, (afbae to one of the Bayliffs. 


, 


Speed 


LA head Bayliff farts ont of the Backer.) I have.- 
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$224 Demme, I don't owe any man Two pence” Whom do you tk, 
me for ? 
'1 By, You are Squire Needmorey wie know vau well enovgh, 
Speed, Ha, ha, ha ! You filly Dogs you ! You know me as little as You dg 
Breeding. Demme, I ſhall catch you by the five pound Act. D 


Enter Cabbage, 


3 Raz, O, Maſter Cabbage, you're come in good time: We've taken thi 
Gentieman, who denies that he's call d Squire Needmore, 
Cab. No more he is not- Beg his pardon, and let him go : But methinks 
I've ſeen his face before now. 
3 Bay, Noble Sir, we beg your Honour*s Pardon. (Gives him ts 
Sword again, and Speedwel ſtrikes him withir, 
Speed. Go, you Dags, Needmore is far enough by this rime, your Gime isou 
of your reach» : 
' 2 Bay, We (hall catch it at laſt: Our Game is betrer chan the Beaſts yo 
hunt, yet we don't ſo ofren miſs on't. 
Exeunt Bayliff and Cabbage; Speedwel ſhurs the door after 'm 


Enter Needmore. 


Speed, Come, Sir, the Coaſt is clear. [ He wnareſſes, and Needmore au 
he puts on their own Cioths again, 


Need. That's well, my diligent Mercwry, But oh! Theodoſia, and the 


Supper- 

'Speed, The firſt ſhall go hence preſently , and the Jaſt I'm ſure will ot 
come hicher tonighr—Bat, get you io again, Sir, and drels; and, by that time 
yoi've done,come to 'em. But firſt give menotice with a hewh, that you areco- 
ming : For juſt then I will pronunce the Charm thar ſhall ſer *em all a flying, 

He unlocks the Door of the Janer Rum, 

Need. Dear Conjurer, be ſure it be 2 powerful one. (Excun, 

Enter Theodoſia, Clara, Brother , Freeman, Dorothy, aud Catherine. 

Free. Whete the Devil's this Needmore all this while ? 

Bre. Playing the extravagant in providing us a Feaſt, T warrant you. 

Theo. Methinks this long abſence of his looks like rudeneſs: he might have 
ſent his Dire&ions for the Supper by his man. 

Dorothy, That man of his is a ſneaking Devil, and the very Emblem of 
Hunzer, he would purpoſely have forg »t half his orders, to have Rarvd us: Bt 
now we ſhall have an extraordinary Supper - 


Enter Speedwel. 


Theo, Ohhere he is ! Where's vour Matter ? 

Seeed. Madam, Pm afraid he )] be here before 1 ve made a diſcovery to 
yo11 thar concerns your health, your Beauty , and perhaps your Life. 

Ta. What mean you by t!11; diſcourſe ? 
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Pr. Mean Madam ? Why he means to play your Ladyſhip ſome Trick. 

Theo. I hope not 3 tell us quickly, good Speedwell, 

Seed. To ſhew you then Ladies thar I value your Lives more than my own, 
I ſhalltell you, cho* my Malter look'd Death with every Frown 

—— [Need. peeps in and hems. 

Speed. Our Landlady's Daughter lyes ſick of the Small-Pox-over-head. 

7kz0, and Clara, Good Heav*®n defend us ! 

Enter Needmore. 

Need. How's that, you Dog ? 

Bro. *Tis falſe, is't not ? 

Need. Wou'd I cou'd ſay it were ! But what ſhou'd cauſe this Villain to dif- 
cover this to theſe Ladies ? I knew on'r but an hour ago; and wiſh'd *em in 
ſome other Houſe, (knowing they dread the Small-Pox) but durſt not let *em 
know why, leſt the Fear of chat fatal Dileale ſhou'd make this Lady deprive 
mea while of the Blefling I enjoy in ſeeing her. 

Theo, Oh barbarous Man! Thy Servant has more Honour than thou. —1'll 
not ſtay here a Moment. Is this the Care you ought to have of our Healths ? 

Need, But Madam —— 

Theo, Not a Syllable ; I ſhall be affraid to hear or ſee you this Fortnight. 
Be ſure keep out of my Sight eill then. Come Brother, your Had. 

Ned. Well Madam, I'll not ſtay a Minute in Town, while I may not fee 
what I value moſt in it. I'll into the Country , and there ſtay my time for 
Produt : Too much puniſh'd by fo cruel an Abſence. 

Cia. Ah, Mr. Needmore, have a care how you expoſe young Ladies again to 
ſuch Hazards, Mr. Freeman, you muſt continue my Convoy Fil twear 
[m very hungry. [ Ex. Theo. and Brother, Clar. and Freem. 

Dir. SOamlT too! Well, %%is always ſo: I never fard worſe than when I 
wiſh'd for my Supper. . | 

Sed, Remember Child, Abſtinence is wholeſome. We Ergl:ſh, they ſay, 
ug our Graves with our Teeth. 

Der. Peace, you meagre Chaps, I have a Saying for yours. A hungry Belly 
bas no Ears. 

9p: And good reaſon why ; becauſe Words won': fill it.-- But ſee they're gone. 

Dor. Wou'd they'd ſtaid. I a*n' afraid of the Small-Pox. [Ex Dor. & Cla. 

Speed, No nor of the great ones. —Well Sir, they're fled, and *tis fit we 
howd, Hunger is doing the Somer/et in my Guts. E gad my Belly is asempty 
4 myPockets—Come, I'll have you to a Place,where,as well as at many others, 
they'll take the Raſcally Servant's Word, tho? not the honourable Matters. 

Need. Well, this has made me fo ſenſible of 1 y former ill Conduct, that from 
= Moment I'll reform, pay my Debts, and regulate my Expences by my 

me. 

Speed. Ay, do Sir, and then I ſhall be paid.— Curt your Coat according to 
=s Cloth. : Remember, Fools make Feaſts, and wiſe Men eat **m : My Son, 
* Money in thy Pocket. (Lam damnably full of old Saws!) 

ell, mind one more, to free you from Diſaſter, 
Andlet your Purſe for ever be your Maſter ! Excunt, 
The End of the Comedy, 
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ACT 1. 


"HERCULES 
A 


MASQUE 


Set to Mufeck by Mr. John Eccles. 
The ſinging Aﬀors in the M AS 2 0 E. 


— —_— 


—_———_ 


_— —— 


Hercules, Mr. Redding. 
Omphbale, Mrs. Boman, 
D:janira, _ Wills 

. X - (Mis. Bradſhaw. 
Two of Hercules's Children, J Femmy as 
Nefica, Mrs. Perrin. 


Chorus of Lydians, Singers and Dancers, 
A Symphony with Trumpets, Kettle-drums, Fautboys, &c: 


Erter Hercules, and a Chorus of Lydian Men and Women, who lin | 


both Sides of the Stage ; Omphale among them. 


Elcomse to the Lydian Court, 
Great Alcides, {till victorious, 
Still more glorious, 
Earth's Detence, and Heav*n's Support 


Welcome to the Lyd:an Courrt, 
Tw 6 Lydians. © By thee the worſt of Monſters fell: *A4/! rhe Lines mark 


Chorus of 
Lydiens, 


* By thee was curb'd the Pow'r of Hell ; « thus are left out 

* By thee on Farth 4/ftrea rules again : « the Singing, lef th | 

* ihe Toll andGlory thine, the thankful World's & Entertainm:ni (hues 
the Gain. &« be tuo long. 


Flerc. to the Cr9wd, Fence Slaves, [till crowding to caref, 
Noc Manly Virtue, but Succeſs. 
* Why mult I be ſtar'd at by you, 
* A« 1 ] werea Monſter too ? 
Why gazes on me ev'ry Eye, 
When 2 more Congu'cring Objea's by ? 


E 


. *Off 
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ng my Trinmph, when a ſingls She, 
by oy = Look fo ranquih'd me? 
| Omphale offers to po, ſeeing him bow to ber, 

Here, Bright Om2bale, in Pity tay, | 
Oh letme gaze, aid gaze Eternity away. 

Omph. ©* Why ſhouid 1 begaz'd caby you, 
« Acif [ were a Moniter 190 ? 

' Here, * Why thou! £ ce thus ſhun'd by you, 
& Asif ] were a Moniter t20? 

Here. We Soldiers are blunt, and awkardly wooe 

But tho? we can't talk, you'll find we cando. 

A thouſand hard Labour's I've conquer'd with Eaſe ; 

But think it much ha:der vne Woman to pleaſe. 

Yethere I ſtand ready, tc try, when you will, 

Ione Woman's Wiſhes a Man may fulfil. 

Omph, All you Men, when Love is new, 
Promiſe much, bur little do. 
You in Search of Bleflings rnn, 
Which alas you quickly ſhun. 
Shou'd we cheap our Favours make, 
You'd but conquer to torſake. 
Leſt our Slaves our Tyrants grow, 
Little Freedom we beſtow, 
Here. To try me and exert your Sway, 

Speak, and, by Fove, I will obey | 
Omph. Then learn to ſpin ; *cis all I ask. 

Here, For Hercules a very pretty Task ! 

'Tis odd, *tis odd, 'tis wondrous odd ! 
Malicious Love, refiltleſs God! 

But I have ſworn, and then I burn, 

And now my Club muſt Diſtaff turn, 

I know by this Pm turning Fool, 
And fo we're all, while Women rule. 

Enter Lydia and Neſica, two of Omphale's Womer, with two ſpinning Wheels, 
brought in by two Men, who take them out to dance, and in the Dance they trrm 
the Wheels with diverſe Poſtures, and Motions. 

Omph. * Come grieve no more for turning Fool 

* Than did your Sire for turning Bull. 

© Love grows fiercer by Denials, 

* Love, like Gold's refin'd by Tryals. 

* Doubts and Fears new Heat inſpire. 

* Melting Tears enrage the Fire ; 

* $izhs, like Wind, {till blow it higher. , 
* Gruclty + wake muſt keep 

* Love, wich Kindneſs lulls allzep. 

wich yuur rough Attire of War ; 

* You mult ſoc ſofter Arts prepare. . [ Exit Omphale. 
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Some of Omphale's Attendants, ſtrip Hercules of his Lyons Skin, and Put bim 1 
4 white Hood, a Night-Rail, and a white Bib- Apron 3 then they cap bir (lg 
with Flax, and ſet a Spinning-Wheel before him— he makes [8d Faces all the whil 
Here. Well then if 1 muſt learnto ſpin, : 

And bea Coxcomb,let's begin. | 

Neſica ſhewing bim bow to ſpin. 
Thus— you muſt whirl about your Wheel ; 
Thus ——wet, and ewiſt, and fill the Reel. 
Lyd. * Come, ſpin out your Clue. 
Herc. *©S' Death, all is entangl'd ! plague on't ; it won't do. 
Lydia and Neſica beat him with their Diſtaffs. 
* Come, ſpin out your Clue. 
Herc, © Hold Women, hold ; I never knew 
* A Man could be a Match for two. 
Enter Dejanira with Children and other Attendants. 
Oh, you treacherous Knave ! 
Oh you Villain, you Slave! 
What, do I ſurpriſe you, 
Your Wenches and you ? & Faith, Pll diſguiſe you. 
Let me reach em ! 
Pll teach *em 
To make themſelves common, 
And wrong me, not dreading the Rage of a Woman. 
What, take you their Part ? 
I cou'd cear thy falſe Heart. 
« At home you {till grumble, 
* And tho? mighty abroad, there your Ceurage is humble ; 
*« Still dull with your Spouſe, and ſtill gay wich another, 
* You make ev'ry Whore but your poor Wife a Mother. 
Oh you treacherous Knave! 
Oh you Villain ! you Slave ! 
Two of Hercules's Children ſong in @ crying Tone. 
Heh : hoh ! pray, Sir, pray now come ! 
Witch my Mother pray go home. 
A Boy. All Nightſhe makes her Moan, 
She cannot lie alone. 
As in her Arms I lay, 
The Night you went away, 
She figh'd, and, with a Tear, 
Cry'd, oh wou'd it were my Dear. 
A Gil. he o'er her Pillow weeps, od 
And hugs it as ſhe ſleeps; 
Then, waking, with a Tear, 
Crys, Wou'd it were my Dear, 
Berh together. Heh ! hoh! pray vir, pray now come 3 
With my Mother pray go home, 


(29) 
Here. Behold the Bleflings of a married Life, 
In bawling Children, and a ſcolding Wife ! 
« Poor Husbands the Noiſe of their Vexons muſt fly 1 
«If Juno but ſcold, ev*n Fove leaves the Sky. 
Like Furies they bellow, and rave, if we ſtray, 
Yet ſtill by cheir Clamours they drive us away : 
« With Dragons and Devils I'd venture a Strife, 
« But I dare not encounter that greater, my Wife. [ Hercules offers to go. 
; Dejanira holding him. 
Stay cruel Man ; and e're you fly me, 
Fret my lateſt Farewel take, 
Ohdo not one poor Wiſh deny me ! 


| Wear this more proper Garment for my ſake ! 


[ She ſhews bim a Veſt and Shirt. 
Here, Well, ſince you're milder, I comply. | Exit #0 put on the Shirt andVeſt. 
Ons of Hercules's Children dances for joy that ber Father is putting cn the Shirt, 
which . Dejanira bas been told will reſtore her his Lowe. Then Herc. re-enters- 
Here. Your Veſt ison ; Thanks, Wite ! and fo god b*w'ye 
At Night Arrears I'll ſatisfie. They all go out except Hercules. 
Hercules feeling # ſudden Heat. 
Tis warm, —'cis hot, —*tis wondrous hot—— 
I'm ſcorch*d—I fry— I burn— Oh ftrip me— Give me Air— 
The ſtubborn Veſt obeys me not : 
I cannot bear it 
Let me tear K, 
Tho' with my Fleſh, my Heart and Soul I tear. 
In vain I ſtrive z the Boſom-Traytor cleaves the more, 
And ſpreads a more than Hell thro? every ſucking Pore. 
And now the flaming Poiſon gains 
My Nerves, my Veins, 
My Lungs, my Heart, my Brains — 
Help! Water! Rivers ! pour a Flood ! 
A Deluge ſcarce will quench the Fire that drinks my Blood. 
He ſinks on the Ground. 
Ah me! Ah, poor Alcides ! wretched Man |! 
I fink, I faint, I die with Pain. 
- He ſtarts up ſuddenly. 
Now with ten thouſand Stings I ſuffer Life again. 
* Run, haſte, bid Neptune bring the Sea 
* To fave the World and me. 
Wake ſleeping Fove; *Tis I chat call. 
Colle& the Clouds, and ſqueeze *em into Show'rs 3 
Or quench the Flame which thy Son's Heart devours 
With thy leſs dreadful Thunder's fall. 
* Rouze, idle Tenants of the Sky | 
* Muſt I implore, and you deny ? 
Rouze z or on my own Fires Ill fly ; 
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111 daſh to Air your Beings with a Stroke, 
And, firing Ocean, Earth and Sky, 

Entomb the Warld in everlaſting Smoke. 

See! Trembling Heav'n afliſts for fear. 

Behold a Fire! Ill cool me there | 

* [A Poetical Heaven appears in Perſpeftinve, and 8 Fire wnly i, 

Flames quench my Flames ——Hark ! From the Heavenly Hall 

I hear the beck'ning ThunCQ'rer call 


] hear the Muſick of the Skies—— [He flings himſelf into « Ip, 
I come, I mount, my Spirit flies, 
While my maternal Earthy Being dies. — [He din 


The Attendants who ſometimes appear'd during Hercules's Complaint, and wn: 
frighted away by bis Rant, return towards the End of bit Rapture ; and win 
"ths over, begin the following grand Chorus. 


Grand Chor. Rejoice ; Alcides lives on high : 
Thus Heroes claim their Kindred Sky. 
Thro* Fiery Tryals thus the Soul muſt fly. 
He ever lives who does not fear to dye. 


The End of the Maſque. 
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ACT Iv. 


The Unfortunate Couple. 


A ſhort Tragedy. 


SCENE Lyor. 


Dramatis Perſon. 


Grammont, A Man of Quality. Lyſette, Elvira's Woman. Mrs.Lawſon. 
Mr. Betterton. | Leonora, Grammont's Siſter. M's.B:man. 
Elvirs, His Lady. Mrs. Barry. | La Roche, Grammont's Servant. 


Dampierre, Hlis Kinſman. Mr. Freeman. 


SCENE A Hiyfſe. 


Enter Dampierre, with a Letter in his Hand. 


Dam. Uſt of Revenge! Mad Child of (lighted Love ! 
Thou driy'ſt me, like thy Parent, to this Houlz z 
Bur not with Hopes fo ſweet. Yet I muſt on. 
Elvira, loy'd by me, has caſt me trom her, 
With inſolent Reproof, 
And all the Spight of a damn'd vertuous Wite, 
She may complain of me to her Grammont. I muſt prevent ters 
For fav'cing me, ber Woman muſt co morrow 
Be turn'd away : Bute we've t:'3 Night to plot. 
The Creature's as revengeful too 2s [. 
5 when my cred'lous Kinſman Grammont comes 
To his fond Wife to Night, with this falſe Letcer 
She ſhall ſoraiſe the Jealouſie ve kindled, 
That Miſchief will be greac, and I reveng'd. 
Enter Lylette. 
Lyſ. Well, Sir, the Letter. 
Dam. There—'Tw:s writ to me, | Gives #t Ley, 


To come to her, before ſhe knew 1 lov'd her: 

ButT've corn our my Name, and part of it: 

Fear the 1cit with your Teeth when Grammont meets you. 

Thus if he looks on't hers and there a Word, * Pack'd 


() 
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Back'd with your feign'd Surprize will make him think 
*T'was ſent to Montigny, as you muſt tell him. 
Lyſ. Enough ; goin; leave me to watch his coming. 
Dam. Succeed ; Dampterre has Gold waits to reward thee, 
Enter Grammont, and a Page before him with a Flambeau. 
Gram. Buſineſs, unlucky Bufineſs, longhas kept me 
From my Elvira. Tho! all late as 'cis, 
Methinks ſome dark ill-boding Fancy ſeems 
Torell me, *cis coo early yet, to ſeek 
Thoſe Joys I ever found in her dear Arms, 
A ſtrange unuſual Damp has feiz'd my Soul 3 
And I, who uſe with eager Joy to fly 
To my Elvira, bave now ({carce the Strength, 
Or Will, indeed, to move one ſtep that way. 
Oh Dampierre! Dampierre ! what was thy Deſign ! 
Since Lefe thee, my working Thoughts have been 
In a perpetual hurry : Thou, alas! 
Haſt poilon'd all my deareſt Joys, 
And in my troubled Mind laid the Foundation 
Of eternal Doubts! Perplexing, gnawing, killing Doubts ! 
And yet, I know thee, Dampierre, baſe, of a poor, mean, 
Low Spirit too, and fo capable of any Miſchief. 
Why then ſhould'ſt thou gain Credit with Grammont ? 
No, from my Memory henceforth I chaſe 
Thee, and each Thought of thy baſe Treachery. 
Grammont's too happy in a vertuous Wife 
And gen'rous Friend But, hark ! What Noiſe is that ? 
{4 noiſe of opening a Door, and Lyſette enters, who ſeeing Grammont, pre 
tends to avoid him, he ſtops ber z and turning up her Hood, ſees her tearing « 
Letter with ber Teeth. 
Oh ! *tis the Door opens. Hah! Who art thou that ſteal'ſt away 
Soguiltily ! Nay, I muſt ſee—— Ly/erre! Whither away 
At this unſeaſonable Time of Night? 
And what Paper's that thou mumbleſt ſo ? 
Ly/. Alas! lam undone ! Pardon me, Sir! O pardon me, I beſeech ye. 
Gram. Wou'dſt have me pard'n thee eer I know thy Fault ? 
Confeſs, and then perhaps thou may'ſt deſerve it. 
Ly/. O never, never! All that I defire 
Is, that you wou'd be fo juſt as to believe 
Me only guilty; for on my Life my Lady's innocent. 
Gram. Hah! Thy Lady ! Speak what of her ? 
Ly/. Why, ſhe, I dodeclare to all the World, 
Is innocent, by all that's Good ſhe is ! } 
Nay, were I to die next minute, 
My Tongue ſhow'd end my Story with that Truth. 
Gram. | ask not of her Innocence ; but tell me, 
And tell me truly, as thou hop'ſt for any Mercy from me, 
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hither we'rt thou ſtealing wi 
Li. For Heav'ns orodpn wg, what were the Contents of it? 
qereon my Knees I beg you w yo own, Sir, preſs me no farther 2. 
Gram. Hah : do'lt thou deity a 2 ; 
Come, ſpzak quickly, or, by Heav'n thou d 't 
Li. Do with me what you pleaſe; b Bl : 
[do _ you - a Confteflion that ut force me not, 
Gram. What? Speak, I {: . 
To whom Airefted, and cs , what was that Paper ? 
Lf. ns, p die for fear. 
Gram, If thou continu'ſt obſtinate | Had 
Not 5 the World ſhall faverhes from my Fury. 5 
Gram. What wasit? $ 
Liſ. It was a Letter. pnG Tp 
"T From whom ? I 
Liſ. It was a Letter fi "= 
GT —_— 

. (—_— et 1 . = 
Gram. Ah! more thy, cnn Iconure you, : 
Liſ. "Twas to Montigny 2 -- —_ it boldly, or — | 
Grem. To Montigny | - = . y =o ſt and deareſt Friend Montigny 

nr, TIC 
Lf. It was: = _ y — our? 

A py Quarrel nin my ſo much diſturb you ? 
COEnIy many ſu'd for Pardon 

would not 9 , 2 
Repenting her Severity, ol at te, 7 
Tilhe bed giv'a him an Afferance under 
Her Hand, that what he chen m— 
_\ = now as freely —_— go. 

am. Peace, Screech wh pr IR 
By Heav'n I know c——_— ” p.. eace, thourank Meſſenger cf Luſt ! 
Hence from my Sight ! ny _ kill thee. 
but which Way now, wretched Gra . [Exit Lyſette, 
Dire& thy wand'ring Steps? W OY wilethou 
DeſtruRion, Horror ws A —_—__— 
w faithful Ears, — _ borer, will attend chee. 
Will turn each Sound into thi — 
Elvirs's falſe, Adontiony* rS is one fad Story, 
Grammont's become hogs als 3 and now 
Oh, \bemomnch fre bd rn of all the World. 
By Heav'n Vil make m _ Man to bear. 
Asſignally notorio y 12d and juſt Revenge 
But huſh. Be Nall + as my Wrongs. 
My Mind ; and hike _ Paflions of 

but the way to publiſhthy Diſgrare,  » 
| P thy Diſgrace. 
F 


Patience 
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Patience then, oh Patience ! grant me, juſt Heav'n, more Patience ; 
Or take from me that li: 'le I am yet Maſter of z 
And in Return, bleſs me with MadMeſs, eternal Madneſs 3 
Madneſs without one Minute's Interval of Sence. 
Grief, Rage, Deſpair, pollels my tortur'd Mird. 
Make me but mad, ye Gods, and you'll be kind. [Rai 
Enter Darnpierre and Lyſette | 
Dam. So, all gocs well. I watzh'd, and heard, and joy'd, 
Lyſ. Yes, yes, all yet goes wondrous well indeed ; 
But what the End will be, for my part | care gueſs, 
Dam. No matter: Let there be no End at all, 
But that which puts an Fnd to all things; Dezth. 
Oh, may Confuſion, Rage, Deſpair, 
And everlaſting Jealouſie attend 'em to their Graves, 
Lyſ. Amen, lay I; But yet ſuppoſe they ſhou'd at lafi \e 
To a right Underſtanding 3, what wou'd become of me, 1 pray? 
Were it not better, think yob, to decamp 
In time, and leave *em to themſclv«s ? 
Dam. By no means 3 that wou'd make 'em preſently 
Smell out thy Roguery and their own Error. 
Rather be more diligent, and more afiidraus, 
In your Attendance now than ever. diy 664 
Conſult their Looks : For till you find the Weachier 
Clearing there, you need not fear a Storm. 
And then at laſt ic will be time eno'gh to fly, 
In the mean time, here, Thou haſt been 
Induſtrious, and do'ſt deſerve Encouragement. [ Offers ber a Pair Gin 
Lyſ. A paltry Pair of Gloves, I'll warrant you. Foh ! Fll have nonect'e. 
Dam. Away; Thou art a Fool; and know'ſt not what 
Thou haft reftus'd. They are, I tell thee, 
Gloves of che richeſt Scene ; Belides, each Finger - 
Is lin'd with Gold : Here wear *em tor my ſake. 
Ly/. Well, tor once I care not it I do; the cordial Gold 
Perhaps may keep my Spirits up, and give me 
Strength to bear the Brunt of all. Adiea, Sir. [ Exit Liſte 
Damp. She ſhall not ſell me as ſhe fold her Mifſtrs's. 
Thoſe Gloves, how rich fo&er their Scent may ſeem, 
Yet once well heated in the Hand, will caſt 
A ſtrong and deadly Smell moſt fatal co the Brain; 
A Poiſon ſudden in its Operation. 
Sothou, poor Fool Lyſette haſt thy Reward. 
Thus Caution dooms ſome dang'rous Tool of State, 
Leſt Petty Villains ſhon'd betray the Grear. '{ Exit Dan} 
| Enter Grammont follow'd by Elvira. 
Ekv, Oh Gramment ! Nay, turnnot, turn not, cruel Man, away ; 
But look upon thy poor diſconſolate : 
Elvirs, almoſt drown'd in Tears: Oh ſpeak ! 
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Oh ſpeak at laſt, and let her know wherein 

che has been faulty or unfortunate . 

Enough to merit this hard Ulage from her much lov'd Grammon:. 
Gram. Arc thou Elvirs ? | 
Ew, Why do'ſt thou ask that unkind Queſtion ? 
Gram. Becauſe Elvira ever lov'd Grammont; 

And fo cou'd never be a Trouble to him. 

But thou alas | art moſt importunate. 

Prithee be gone, thou art not Elvira, 

Not the ſame Elvire ; that I'm fure of. 

Ely, Yes, lam the very ſame [ ever was ; 

The very fame Elvira ſtill, on whom 

With deareſt Tranſports thou did'ſt once beſtow 

Ten thouſand Vows of everlaſting Love. 

- Gram, Forbear, torbear, Elvirs, and re-call 

Not co my Memory thote happy Days, 

In which I dearly lov'd, and thou we're kind. 

Ele. If in Elvira's Love thou once we'rt bleſt, 
Why art thou not £ itill? 

Gram. Oh Elvira! All things are ſtrangely alter'd ſince that time. 
Love once was pure 3 and Friendſhip ſacred held 3 
Yet now the one is little elſe but Luſt, 

The other all Deſign. Vertue is fled, 

And Vice reigns now triumphant in each Sex. 

We are all wondrous weak, alas, and frail. —— Oh ! 
Elv. Alas, what means that:fad and diſmal Groan, 

By Griet extorted from thy Manly Breaſt 2? 

Thou can'ſt not ſure be fo. unjuſt, as to 

Suſpe&t my Love? Yet if thou art, 

Speak, I conjure thee ; but ſpeak plainly then, 

And not in unintelligible Groans. 

Speak, cruel Man, oh ſpeak, do I not love thee ? 

Am [I falſs ? Oh may Elvira live no longer 

Than with a Paflion innocent and pure 

She loves her dear Grammont. 

Gram, What pity *tis our Hearts are not expos'd 
To open View, as are our Faces, that 
So, ev'n our moſt private Thoughts might all 
Appear naked and bare, asat their firſt 
Conception, e're dreſt up in ornamental 
Words of a much different Import ! 

Elv. Ah, cou'd'ſt thou but fee into my Heart, 
Thou there wou'd'ft ſoon perceive thy Errour 
And my Innocence. But ſince my dear Grammons 
That cannot be, believe my Words, believe 
Theſe Tears, believe my Actions. Oh ſee 


I am hereeady to receive thee ſtill, 


F 2 


Rude 
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Rude and unkind, ungrateful and inhumane 
As thou art. Comethen, come to theſe Arms, 
Ne'er yer {trertch'd our to thee in vain. © 
Wile thou not come ? Not yet ? Thou can'ſt not ſure 
Deny me now, when all I beg of chee, 
Is, that once more thou wou'd'ft be happy. 
Gram. Why ſhou'dſt thou defire Impoflibilities ? 
Alas, I never can Le happy more. 
Elv. Then muſt I be for ever miſerable. 
Cruel Man, ſhew yer ſome ſmall Remainder of Humanity. 
Be not ſo raſh : Either accuſe, or elſe acquit me 3 
© Bat paſs not Sentence on me'ere I'm heard, 
Gram. No; Fear not too haſty or too hard 
A Sentence from my Mouth, Falſe as thou art, 
I cannot hate where once I lov'd fo well. 
Live then Elvira, live long ; but live 
A Stranger to Grammont 3 and that thou may'*lt 
Live happily, wipe from thy Memory 
The deareſt Paſſages of ſome few paſt Years 3 
And fee thou quite forget there c'er was ſuch 
A Wretch ith! World as I am. 
Ely. Hold ! oh hold! 
It is too much. Alas, inſult not poorly 
O'er my Weakneſs, nor play the wanton with my Grief, 
Why do'ſt thou bid me live if it muſt be 
Without Grammont ? Why do'ſt thou wiſh me happy, 
When all my happineſs, chou know'ſt depends upon thy Love ? 
Yet that, thou fay*ſt, is forfeiced, is loit to me for ever. 
Oh! my Grammont, it is enough thou art unkind ; 
Be not unjuſt to thy Elvira. For Pity's ſake grant ſomething. 
To the dear Memory of our mutual Love. 
And if thou know'ſt me falſe, tell me wherein, 
When, or with whom I have offended. 
Gram. What Satisfaction wou'd it be to thee, 
Elvira, ſhou'd I tel] thee all ? Since all 
Alas ! can be no more than what thou know'ſt, 
As well at leaſt, if not much better than 
My ſelf; In ſhort I am convinc'd thou canſt not 
Clear thy felt ; and if fo, confider, that 
A weak Defence is worſe than none at all. 
Tempt me notthen to fpeak, ſince *ewill but add 
To thy Confuſion, and my Shame : But 1 would willingly 
Spare both as much as may be wich my Honour. 
Ely. Confuſion, Shame, Contempr, and everlaſting Infamy 
For ever be my Lot, if &erl wrong'd 
Thy Loveſo much as in one guilty Thought. 
Oh wy Grammont, my dear, my loy'd Grammont, 
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tee thy Blvirs on her tender Knees, 2M} 
From whence ſhe ne'er will rife, till ſhe has learne 
The ſtrange and fatal Cauſe of her Diſgrace. 

Gram. Away 3 this thy affeted Obſtinacy 
Wou'd make me hate thee, were it poflible, 
Bvira ! Is it not enough that thou 
| Haſt wrong'd my Honour, bue chat I my ſelf 
Muſt here repeat the ſhameful Tale, 
Only to gratifi: thy wanton Curiolity ? 
Perhaps indeed I know not half thy brave 
Exploits ; ſo my imperfe&t Tale may = thee 
Some Diverſion. But have a care 3 The Cuckold yer 
Bears his Misfortune gotensy enough. 
Make him not then thy ſport : For, if thou do'ſt, 
By Heav'n! —— Away, away, Elvira. 
| wou'd not be provok'd ; away, Ifay, 
While yet Pm Maſter of my growing Paſſion. 
\ Eb, Do what thou wilt, be rude, be cruel, 
Beinhumane as thou haſt been to the Poor 
| Eloirs ; Yet while ſhe has any Strength, 

She never will let go this Hold, unle 

Thou firſt communicate the fatal Secret; 

Gram. Away, away, thou'lt force me to be rude.. 

Be not ſo ſtrangely obſtinate, alas! 

I would be civil, tho' I care be kind. 

Elv, Barbarous Man! Vet ſpeak, what have I done ? 
Gram. Will nothing then content thee? Thea thus 

Ithrow thee off, and force my Way.. [ Strives to get from ber, and. 
Ev. And thus drags ber- about the Stage. 

Icling tothee cloſe as the tender Ivy. 

Totheſturdy Elm, Do,.do, mercileſs 

Grammont, do, pull, hale, tear, drag, nay kill me, 

Yet I'll not willingly let go. Burt oh ! 

His cruel Strength prevails, [ He. breaks from hers - 
Gram. Farewel thou moſt importunate of Women. 
Elv. Stay ,ftay, my loſt GramMont ; give me but one 

Poor Minute more, and all is done. Fear not. 

{ will no longer urge my Innocence. 

It is enough chat thou believ'ſt me falſe. 

Oh, for thy own Repoſe, may'ſt thou for ever 

Think me fo! | 

Farewel, my dear unkind Grammont, farewel : 

And when I'm dead, think what the poor Elvira. 

Wou'd have done to have kept-rhy Love, who on 
Her own tender Brealt dares chus revenge the facal Los. 


Gram Hol 4 ' hold Elvirg hold , [ She pulls 0s 4 Dagger and ſtabs bir elf. 
4 , 3 5 , 
, By 
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"By Heav'n %*ewas boldly done, and nothing cou'd . 


Have giv'n ſo lure a Blow, but Innocence 

It ſelf. Yes, my Elvira, every Drop 

Of that dear Blood{oudly proclaimsto all 

The World thy Innocence, and my fad Guilt, 

Oh! Ye jufter Powr's above, to what ſtrange Fate 

Am I aclaſt reſerv?'d ! See, at thy Feet, 

My dear Elvira, the wretched'{t Thing alive ; 

A Thing unworthy of the Name of Man: 

A Penitent who dares not hope for Pardon 

Either from Heav'n or Thee 3 tho? both, alas! 

Are infinitely good and mercitul, . 
Enter Leonora and La Roche. 


Leen. Never did fo muchJoy as here we bring ſpring from fad fo a Caf, 


Oh, Heav*n' Are all my deareſt Hopes thus daſh'd ? 

Oh Brother, who has done this bloody Deed ? 
Elv. *TwaslI ; *ewasl my ſelf, my Dearz weep not 

For me ; but rather go and comtort, if thou can'it, the poor Grammont, 
Leen. Oh Grammont ! 

Unfortunate Grammonr, moſt groſly haſt 

Thou been impos'd on by that Monſter Dampierre. 

Know then, that Letter thought directed 

By Elvira to Montigny, and ſent 

At that ſuſpicious time of Night, 

Was but a Trick, a meer Device, the whole 

Ooly a Scene contriv'd by Dampierre, ated by Lyſerte. 

This Truth from her own Month we juſt now learnt, 

And ſhe confirn''d it with her lateſt Breath : 

For ſhe is dead, poiſon'a by Dampierre. 

Oh that we had known this ſome Minutes ſooner! 
Gram. Gods ! What has this miſerable Caitiff done 

To draw down all your Anger on his Head ? 

What horrid Crimes before had ſtain*] his Soul, 

That you ſhou'd thus all at one fatal Blow 

Oppreſs the Wretch with your ſevereſt Judgements? 

Oh that ſome Mountain now wou'd fall on me, 

And in its dreadful Ruins cruſh my Head. 

But hark ! Methinks the Gods grow loud, Hark! how 

Their awiul Thunder grumblesin the Sky. 

See how the fiery Balls fly whizzing by, 

Dealing Amazement and DeſtruRion all around ! 

Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

See yon old Miſer laden with ſwelling Bags 

Ot ill.gor Gold, with how much awkard Haſte 

He limpsaway to Shelter : See how he ducks, 

Anddives, and dodges with the Gods, and all 

Only in hopes avoid, for ſome few Days 


} 
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Perhaps, the juſt Reward of his accurs'd Extortion.. - 
The hot Adult'rer now, all chill and impotent 
With Fear, leaps from the polluted Bed, 
And crams himſelf into a Cranny. 
Thoſe Mighty Men of Blood, who make a Trade 
Of Murther, now forget their wonted Fierceneſs ; 
Out-nois'd they ſhrink aſide, and ſhake for fear 
O's louder Threatnings of the angry Gods ! 
While 1, I only, tho* the wicked'ſt Wretch of all, 
With an ereted Countenance, ſtand to'r, 
Courting thoſe Dangers others ſeek t'avoid. 
And yet there's not one Dart, one Bolt for me; 
Tho? I, Heav'n knows, deſerve 'em all. Oh! [ Hethrows bimſelf on the Ground. 
Elv. Let not the Knowledge of my Innocence, 
My dear Grammont, add to thy Grief : 
Rather believe me guilty ſtill. Alas! 
Thy gen'rous eaſie Nature was abuy'd, 
Impos'd on, by a Kinſman's wicked Arts. 
Thou ſtill art innocent, and fo am 1, 
Who freely can forgive thy greateſt Faults. 
Come then, Grammont, come to thy Elvira 3 
And with a Kiſs, a cold and dying Kits, 
PIl ſeal thy Pardon. 
Gram. My dear E!vira, this thy prodigious ' 
Goodneſs does but encreaſe my Miſery, 
Yet I will come, yes, my Elvira ! 
With a down-dejetted Countenance, 
Not daring to look un, but creeping thus, 
And crawling on the Earth, I do appr6ach VE 
Thy Feet: Here ſpurn the vile Thing, tread, rrample 
The miſerable Inf{:ct into nothing. | 
Elv. Oh! my Grammont ! yield not too much to Grief 3 
It is a fatal, tho? a flow Diſcaſs y 
Gram. I thank thee, dear Elvira, for that Hint : 
Now thou art kind, and giv'ſt me good Advice. 
Whoever wou'd endure an Age of Pain, 
When one ſuch Blow as this, might give him preſent caſe? [ Stabs bimſelf. 
Leon, Hold ! oh hold, Grammont ! On Heav*ns! what has he done ! 
Lz Ro. Too much, alas ! tho? *tis no more than what 
I apprehended from his juſt Deſpair. FR 
Enter Dampierre. 
Dam. by the Door. T've heard loud Cries : I hops Grammont has kill'd her.— 
So! Murther has been bufie. P'll draw near, 
And with diſſ:mbled Piry mock their Woe. —_ 
O diſmal Sight ! Oh horrour ! Poor Elvirs ! [ He comes cloſe by *em. 
Wretched Gramment! Curs'd be the fatal Cauſe 
Of this mott fad Miſchance! 


Gram, 
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Gram. Then, Villain, die ! [Grammont kill: bim with the Dotge, 


Dam. Oh ! Death and Hell! I'm kill'd, 
Gram. The Murth'rer of onr Joys has his Reward : 
*T was needful Miſchief; We may kill a Monſter, 
Tho he reſiſts not. | 
Dam. How am I a Monſter ? 
Leon. Think on Lyſetre! She's dead, 
But firſt diſcover'd all. 
Dam. Curs'd be her Tongue, and thine ; curs'd my Italian, 
For his unprofitable lingring Poiſon; 
And yet more curs'd my ſelf tor truſting either. 
Pm fitted————-Oh, Revenge ! too fierce Revenge! 
Thy Sweets, like Love's, ſoon, when enjoy*'d, grow bitter : 
Like Guns o'er-charg'd, thou hurt'ſt the Hand that fir'd thee. 
I'm dying—— Oh! I wor'd, but can't repent. 
Hah! there's a dreadful Gulph |!—— I'm on the brink «— 
Oh! now I'm falling, and tor ever ſink. 
Ely. Where, where art thou, my Grawmont ? 
A riſing Miſt has on a ſudden ſnatch'd 
Thee from my fight. Alas! I faint; I die. 
Gram. She's gone ; and all my Comfort is, that I 
Shall quickly follow. Yes, this fight wounds 
Deeper than the ſharpeft Dagger. I come, 
I come, Efvira; my aſpiring Soul 
Begins to mount 3 not to o'er-take, but at 
An awful diſtance to attend and wait 
On thine above, in thoſe bleſt Regions of eternal Peace. 
Leon. Alas, he's gone! Oh! I've ſcarce Pow'r to ſpeak it. 
If Grief will let me live, 1will attend 
Them to the Earth, and give 'em both one Grave : 
And as with Tears their Story 1 relate, 
Teach happy Lovers to avoid their Fate : 
Nor raſhly to deſpair, nor Sland'rers truſt, 
Since Heav'n at laſt ne'er fails to right the Juſt. 


The End of the Tragedy, 


As 
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- | ACT. V. 


——— 


Natural MAGIC. 
A ſhozt Farce, 


Aﬀer the ITALIAN manner. 
The PERSONS. 


- Pantalone, an old Miſer. Mr. Trefuſes. j Mexzetin, Pantalone's Man, Mr. Knap. 


Cynthio, in love with Iſabella. Mr. Arnold. | Nicholas, a Clown. Mr. Trout, 
Paſquarel, his Man. Mr. Sorin. | Columbina, Pantalone's Maid. Mrs.Lawſon. 
Men perſonating the Devil, and his Subjects. 


Scene a Country-houſe near Naples. 


—_—_ 


Scene a Chamber, with a Bed init ; a Table, Chairs, a Guitar and Chef, 
Cynthio, Iſabella, Mezzetin, Columbina, are diſcover'd, talking. 


Cin.TYEar Iſabella, forgive my Love the Trick ir makes me pur upon your cruel 
Uncle. You know, this Houſe, and the Land abour ir, ſhou'd have been 

mine, bur thar he cheared my Father of it ; and unleſs we can frighr him our of 
the Deeds, by making him believe the Houſe is haunred, I muſt deſpair of being 
able ro maintain you, as I wou'd the only Perſon thar can make me happy. 

Tab. I can forgive you any Thing but ſtaying here now, my Cinthio: My Uncle 
Is juſt coming ro Bed ; he's bur ſpeaking to his Tenanr. | 

Cin, That Tenant is my Friend, and kceps him in Talk on purpoſe : Knowing 
that your Uncle was ro come this Evening ſrom Naples, to take Poſſefſion of this 
Eſtate, we have contriv'd Traps and other Matters to carry on my Deſign ; and if 
It ſucceeds, Colombina and Mezzetin ſhall be ſo well rewarded, | 

Mex. Yes, with a damn'd Cudgel, if our Maſtcr Signore Pantalene calthes you 
with us here, L 

_ Cin, Fear nothing : Paſquarel, my fiimble. Spaniard, watches, and will give you 
tmely Notice, ; 

Cel. You and he may be deceiy'd in that, as well as in your Deſign of making 
him paſs for a Spirit: I fear he can't ſpeak our Language well enongh for thar ; 


tho' I own he ſpeaks it like a' Devil, 
G Enter 
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| Enter Paſquarel, 
Paſ. Sir, he's coming, 
Mez. Away. 
Col. We're undone, that Door is double lock'd. 
[Colombina goes to open the other Door, and finds it ſou, 
Mez. There's no way bur one to bring you off; bolt the Door ro keep him our. 
Colombina, off with that black upper Perticoat. You, Sir, muſt unburton your 
Coat”: 'Tis well 'tis black : Ler me put ir over your Head backwards, thus, in- 
fide-ourwards. Now your Arms through the Side-flitss Now on with the Perti. 
coat. Thus you'll look like a Fryar. Look grave. Leave the reſt to me. [Co. 
lumbina's Petticoat i put on by Cinthio, and hi; Coat put over his Head, which exallly 
reſembles a Fryar's Habit.) Hah! he's here already. [ Knocking withant, 
Paſ. Whar will become of me ? -* 
Mez. An Eunuch if he ſees thee. | 
Paſ. He ſhan'r, if theſe Petticoars will hide me. 
Col. Hold, hold, I'll ler no Body come there. 
Paſ. That's a Lie. I muſt e'en ger under that Table, 
 Pantalone without Knocks and Calls, Open the Door ! 
[Paſquarel hides himſe/f under the Table. 
Mez. Oh! Sir, we dare nor. 
Pan. Who has ſhut ir ? 
Mex. The Spirit. 
Pan. The Spirit's the Wind, you Aſs. 
Mex. Now you may open. [Opens the Door, 
Enter Pantalone. 
Pan. extring.) Where are theſe Fools that are afraid of Spirits > [He ſtarts, ſee- 
ing Cinthio.] Hah! what's that ? 
Mez. Nothing but a reverend Father, Sir. Your Niece is afraid of the Spirits, 
which, they ſay, haunt the Houſe ; ſo ſhe would nor go to Bed without Confeſſion, 
Pan. She's a crednlous Fool. But no matter ; 'ris well there are ſuch, and unbe- 
lieving Knaves to keep 'em ſo. A/ide.] Reverend Father, ſhe's a ſtubborn Sinner; 
ſhe would marry a beggarly Reprobate, who ſays I trick'd his deceas'd Father ont 
of this Eitate. Wou'd I had him here! he ſhou'd feel the Vengeance of an Italian, 
Reprove her, Father ; I leave her wholly ro be guided by you. 
Iſa Since my Uncle is come into this Room, ler your Reverence be pleasd to 
walk into the next. (Cinth. Iſab, and Mezzetin, Exeunt. 
Pan. Your Reverence's humble Servant. 
Col. Sir, here's a new Ruff was left for you : Pray try whether it fits, that it 
may be alrer'd, if it does not: For you'll want it to morrow. 
Pan. Doo. {She puts the Ruff on him, and it riſes over bis Head.) Heigh day! 
The Devil's in it. ; ; 
Col. Ay, now it's about your Neck. Afide.] Oh ! Sir, the Spirit that haunts this 
Houſe, puls ir up. _ 
Pan. Bleſs me! Bur I'll rry to pull ir down. [Paſquarel attempts to get out, but 
Panralone pulls the Ruff down, and Paſquarel is forc'd to run under the Table again. 
Pan. Yo! "ris off. Ler the Devil pur it on for me. [He throws the Ruff down, 
ard /7ys a Letter, which he takes up.} Hah! what's that? A Letter. ES 
Cot. I tear Iſabella drop'd it. Aſide.) Don't touch it, Sir - ſure the Devil laid it 
there : "Twill burn you. 
Pan. Let's (ee ths Ligbt ! T'll put on my Spectacles, and read it. 
Co/, He muſt nor, Ill make my Words good, and ſer ir on Fire. [Aſiae. 
[She fits it & = 
aw, 
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Po, This Candle gives 2 pretty good Light, [Having read 4 /irtle.)] Cot fo, 
wy Fingers itch, Hell and the Devil ! ir burns me, 
[He let's it drop, and it burns to Aſhes, 
Col. TI rold you ſo, Sir : Some unlucky Devil drop ir. 
Pan. There was ſomething of Fires and Flames in it. 
Col. No wonder then if it burn'd ſo. Oh! I dare not ſtay here. [Exit. Colom. 
Pan. I don't know what to think of all this! But come what will, I'll not abare 
a Penny of the Rent. Ill cen go roo, and try whether the Father-Confeflor can ſer 
Thiogs to right.-------Stay ; is not that the Devil at my Heels > [Looks back, and 
fees Paſquarel come with great Strides, he ſtarts ; Paſquarel makes odd Poſt ures ; fright: 
him, trips up bis Heels, and runs out. ] Help, hv! Mexzgetin! Colombina ! 
Enter Colombina. 
Col, Whar's the Matrer, Sir ? 
Pan. Did not you fee it ? 
Col. Whar, Sir * 
Pan, The Devil, the Spirit, 
Col. 1 ſaw nothing. 
Pan. Oh! 1am crippl'd. Where's the Father-Confeſſor ? 
Col, He's gone, Sir. 
Pan. Whar ſhall I do? I dare not lie alone. Colombina, prethee lie with me 
to Night. | 
Gol By, Sir; ſuch a wicked Thing would raiſe the Devil certainly. 
Pan. But this is no ſuch dangerous Devil neither: I dare ſay, he'll do thee no 
Harm. 
Co]. No; nor no Good neither, I dare ſay, Ger your Man Mzz3:tin to lie 
with you, 
Pan. No, he's a Cow-hearted Raſcal. 
Enter Nicholas. 
Col. 'There's Nicholas, your Farmer's Man! He's a ſtour Fellow. 
Nic. Cra' mercy ; and God ſpeed the Plough! I rhonghr I had heard an Outcry, 
Pan. So thou didſt. The Spirit has broke my Bones. 
Nic. Oh! is that all ? Mary 'tis well he ha'n't broke your Neck. 
Pan. He cannot, Nicho/as : The Devil has no Power bur on thoſe that have ſold 
themſelves ro him: Now I han't ſold my ſelf to the Devil. 
Nic. Troth, I don't know. You old Pinch-pennies are like your Wenches, and 
your Courr-Folks, they lay ; you'd ſell any thing for Mony. 
Pan, Well, wilt thou lie with me, honeſt Nick ? 
Nic, An't pleaſe you, I'm no proud Man; I had rather lie with yon' Wench. 
Col, Whar are you afraid of Spirits too ? [Exit Colombina. 
Nic. Not I ; but many a one has been truſt up for being in bad Company. 
What if old Nick ſhould miſtake in the Dark, and carry young Nick away in ſtead 
of his Worſhip. 
Pan. Thou needfſt not fear : Didſt thou ever give thy ſelf to the Devil? 
Nic, Whar need I? I'm no marrie:' Man. 
Pan, Then thou'rt ſafe enough : The Devil has no Pow'r over thee. 
. Nic. Why are you then (o afeard ? 
Pan, I! Ta'n't afraid. But 'tis good to have Company. 
Nic. Why, I've heard our Curare ſay, An Uſurer's never alone ; Gold and the 
Devil (God bleſs us) are always in his Company. 
Pan. Come, you muſt lie with me; for I will not lie by my ſelf, 
Nic. Stay; I'm thinking of a rare Bedfellow for you. 
Pan. Sayſt thou ſo? Prethee who is it ? 
G 2 N:c, 
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Nic, Why, our Maſter's Wife, I dare ſay ſhe'll deny no Man. Then the wt 
needs be a plaguy good Body; for he has bid the Devil take her theſe Ten Year, 
yet the Dey.1 don't care to m-ddle with her. 

Pan. Come, lic with me; thou doſt not know what I'll do for thee. 

Nic. No, nor nevcr ſh:ll, I'll warrant. Bur if I muſt come, ler's e'en if roge- 
ther quickly o' God's Name ; for I'm e'en as ſleepy as our Neighbour's 54 that 
lcan'd his Head on the Wall ro bark. 

Pan. Draw the Window-Curtains, and we'lkzo Bed. 

Nic. A Match, quoth Foaxe, when ſhe lay with her Maſter. [Exem, 


SCENE changes to a Garden, 


Enter Mez7etin with a Ladder and a Lanthorn, 

M:z. Here I mult fix this Ladder, to get into our old Hunks's Apartment, that 
Cynthio's Devils may get in to fright h'm. [He ſets the Ladder by the Balcay, 
Enter Paſquarel, /ike 2 Monkey, on all four. 

_ Mex. Hah! whar's that ? Some Englith Maltiff? No, they have not ſuch loag 
Tails. Oh! 'ris the Devil himſclf. [Mez. runs out. 

Paſ. Mezzetin! Mezzetin! So I have frighred one Fool away ! I find I ſhall 
paſs unſuſpeRted in this Monkey's Dreſs and Face (tho' I've ſeen ſome here 
much like it) but he muſt be ſubrtiler than a Monkey that will work an Uſarer to 
refund. This way I muſt get in : Bur firſt I'll try whether I have my Monkey's Tricks 
perfect. [He jumps up and down, chatters, ſcratches himſelf, and does many pleaſant 
Tricks, like a Monkey. Then he gocs up the Ladder through the Rounds in and ou 
winding and ſcrewing up his Body round in a very ſtrange manner. Being got up t 
the top, he fancies he hears ſome Noiſe, and lets himſelf flide down at once.] A yood 
quick way of coming down ! I thought I had heard ſome Noiſe! Bur 'rwas no- 
thing, I think. Tl up again. [He gets up the Ladder again, 

Pantalone in the Balcony with a Light, looking about. 

P..n. Is all fait ? [Paſquarel hirs bis Head againſt Pantalone.]J Hah! the 
Devil---- [Exit Pantalone, 

Piſ. Ot a Miſer. [He gets down, with his Head foremoſt, winding and ſereing 
down his Body through the Rounds very faſt, and in a more ſurprizing manner than 
when he got up.] This was a new way of coming down! Well, I've frighted him 
away too, I hope. Tl ſcale rhe Wall once more. [ He gets up, and goes 4nto the 
Balcony.) Now good Night r'yce', Exit Monkey, Enter Devil. CExit Palq. 


SCENE aCyamber, Nicholas ſnoring in a Corner, 
Enter Pantalonc, with a Light. 


P.1, Oh! d:liver me from the Devil and his Ape's Tricks! Nicholas ! The 
Clown fnores ſo loud, I wonder the Noile of his own ſnoring don't wake him, 
Why Nicholas ! [ Puſhes him, 

Nic. Can't you let a Body fleep, you old far Sow ? [ Puſhes Pantalone again. 

Pan. He dreams ! Why Nicholas, T've ſeen the Devil in the Shape of an old. 
Woman, juſt like an over-grown Monkey. 

[Nicholas al along anſwers yawning, and rubbing his Eyet. 

Nic. What, d'you ſay, you're as apiſh as an old Monkey ? I know it, Dame : 
1 can ſay no more toyou now. You've had enough for one Night, I think. 

Pan. Why, you dreaming Sor ; I'll awake you, [Pant, ſtrikes him. 

N:c. What's that for ? Can't you let me make an end of my Dream ? 

Pn. I ve ſcen the Devil: 

Nic. Why, then; bid him good Night for me, 


an 


Pan, 
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Pan, He's a _—_ 

Nie, Let him, o' God's Name. T've the Keyof the Door in my Pocket, 

Pan. Bur he'll get in through the Key-hole. 

Nic. What do I-care ? I-ha'r't fold my ſelf to the Devil. 

Pas, How long muſt you be awaking, you Dolt ? 

Nic. Ay, ay, Forlooth. [Riſes, rubs his Eyes, and anſwers ſtill yawnings, 

Pan. The Looby ſleeps as he ſtands. - 

Nic. Ay, and ſtands as he fleeps.------ To Morrow, Dame, upon a Hay-Cock, 

Pan. Go to Bed, you Lump. 

Nie. Ay, and thank you too ; T'll go flcep our my Sleep, and make an end of my- 
Dream. [Nic. gets imto Bed, | 

Pan. I'll go to Bed too; but I'll nor venture to ſtrip. I'll Iay by me my Dagger, 
my Piſtol, and my Holy-water Pot. [Lays them on a Stool by the Bed-ſide.)J Thus, 
like a prudent modern Zealor, T'ilrruſt to the Spiritual Arms, when the Carnal Weas. . 


n's by. 
fy Enter Paſquarel with a dark Lanthorn, he blows out the Candle. 

Pan, Bleſs me, wy Candle's our ! I muſt crawl ro the Chimny for a Fire-brand. 

[ He goes to get a Brand. 

Paſ. Hah ! T'll ſecure theſe dangerous Tools : Exchange is no Robbery. [He locks 
about and takes up a Bolonia Sawcidge, a Mouſe-trap, and a Pot of Muſtard ; thin 
lays 'em inthe Place of the Dagger, Piſtol, and Holy-water.] 

Re-enter Pantalone with a Fire-brand, 
Pan. $0, T've got one ; I'll blow to light the Candle. 
Paſ. T'l1 ſpare you thar-Labour, [He gets his Head through Pantalone's 41ms 
(blows the Cole, and lights the Candle 

Pan. Mercy © me ! What's that > [He ſees Paſquarel, who having lighted the 
Candle ſtares him in the Face, makings ſtrange Grimaces, as he withdraws his Head from 
under Pantalone's Arms.) Oh! the Devil blows the Coal. [He lets it fall, and 
lays the Candle down.J My Guitar's yonder ; Tl try to play a Tune ; perhaps that 
will drive away the Evil Spirir, Here's a Chair. I'll fit ; for I tremble fo I can't 
ſtand, [Paſquarel jzmps into the Chair, and places himſelf like a Chair ; and Pan- 
talone takes the Guitar, ſits on him ; and then ſtrikes the ſtrings.) *Tis our of Turg, 
and ſo am I roo. [Paſquarel untunes it as faſt as he tunes it, J What ails the 
Guirar * One String gives all manner of Sounds! Qh, now 'tis pretty well. 
[Paſquarel puts his Arms under thoſe of Pantalone, and plays.] Oh! oh! 'tis ba- 
witchr I think. [He riſes, looks about, ſhakes the Guitar, looks under the Chair, and 

ſhakes it ; and in the mean time Paſquarel gets out.] I can ſee nothing. {He ſits 
again, plays a little ; and Paſquarel walks on his Hands, and frights him.) Oh! I 
lay, and the Devil Dances ; ſure the Devil has ne're a Head, or 'tis where che 
Fl ſhould be. [Exit Paſq. having firſt blow'd out the Candle. 
Mezzetin within, in a hollow Voice. - 
Thus ſhalt thou be plagu'd while alive ; and then- thou ſhalt burn for ever, uuleis - 
thou reſtoreſt the Deeds ro Cynthio. 7 

Pan, Oh good, Mr. Devil, I'll do't, if I live--------ti!-Doom{day. F Aſide. 

Mez. Then I'll haunt thee no more, 

Pan. Nicholas ! 

Nic. Huſh! Im aſleep. 

Pan. within] Why Nicholas. 

Enter Nicholas. 

Nic. Odſooks, don't I tell you, I'm afteep ? Whar's the matter now * 

Pan. Oh the Devil has been here! Is he gone ? 

Nic, Nay, look your ſelf: I dont care to icok after-the Devil. 
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Pan. He's gone, 


Nic. Well, this ſame Devil is a main honeſt Man ; thus he always comes, they 
ſay, to make Folks honeſt, and deſtroy his own Religion. 

Pan. Why, thou Fool, doſt thou think I'll give up an Eftate of Two thouſand 
Ducats a Year, for a Lttle Imp's Tricks ? No, Nicholas ; he can't do me fo much 
harm, as this Land will do me good. I dare him, I defy him, Oh law! Is nor 
that he> No. TI ſgern to fear him------ [Mezzetin /zhe a Ghoſt, bid under a Shroud, 
' peeps in.) That is, when he is far enough ot. 

Enter Mezzetin, like 2 Ghoſt, with a Torch in his Hand. 

Mez. Give me up my Deeds. [Exit Mezzer. 

Pan. Ah, ſure, that's 0!/d Cynthio's Ghoſt. T muſt guard my ſelf from that Ene- 
my of mine, with this good Dagger. [ He gropes about in the dark for the Table, 
 ſnatches up the Saucidge, and finds his Miſt«ke ] Bleis me ! the Dagger's chang 'd in- 
ro a Bolonia-Saucidge ! However, I 1 venture ro keep that for my Breakfait ! But 
I think I feel my Piſtol, I'll keep him off with that. [His Fingers are caught in the 
Mouſetrap.) Oh! hoh.! the Devil bires my Fingers off ! Hah, what's this > My 
Pificl's rurn'd ro a Mouſerrap ! Bur, ſure he dares not meddle with the Holy Ele- 
ment! Ohno! here 'tis. I'll croſs my ſelf. [Croſſes himſelf out of the Muſtard-pet.] 
Pſhah! whar's this ? Ir offends my. Noſe. Deliver me ! "Tis Muſtard, or ſomething 
worle! Oh, I'm dead with Fear. 

Nic, Oh ſay your Prayers, Sir ; ſay your Prayers. 

. Pan. So 1 wou'd; bur it is to long fince I faid 'em, that T've quite forgot 'em. 
ay yours. 

Nic I can't; I have truſted ro our Curate, who loſt ro me ren Years-prayers at 
All-Fonrs. Oh, I've been a great Sinner ; bur Yeſternighr I rhreſh'd little black 
M.:r; in rhe Stable, while her poor Husband was threſhing in the Barn. 

Pan, Oh! 

Re-enter Mezzetin, like a Ghoſt, 

{ez. If thou reſtoreſt not the Land ro Cynthio, to Morrow, thou ſhalt be like 
me. 

Pan. Oh I will, I will, Mr. Ghoſt, and fourfold what I've cheated others 
of, [Exit Ghoſt. 

Nic. Hold, Maſter ! Wowns ! don't promiſe ſo much ; you'll be undone. 

Pan. Tuſh, Fool ; now the Danger's over, I'll not give up the worth of a Notch'd 
'"Hoop-ſtick, or a caſt Poer's day. No, not a fingle Piece---- 

A Figure like a Devil ariſes, 

Pan. For Ill give up a great many. Oh! ſave me ! 

Nic. Oh! this is the uglieſt Thing we've had yet. He's coming ! Oh, if he 
ſhou'd kill me, I ne're ſhall be my own Man again. Oh ler me alone, Mr. Devil; 
as I hope ro be ſhav'd, T'll be bound ta pray for your Worſhip all Days of my Life. 
Confefſion ! Abſolution! Oh good Devil, give me but three or fourſcore Years to 
Repent, and take any Body elſe + There are a great many Whores and Whoremon- 
gers, hereabours. 

Devil. Give up the Deeds ro Cynthio ; or prepare to meet me to Morrow at this 
Time, for I'll Fight with thee for them. [Sinks with a Flaſh, 

Pan, Oh, he's gone : I was ſadly afraid he would have left his Glove. 

Nic, Why, will you Fight him ? 

Pan. No, Imold ; then he's no 'Gentleman! Do thou meet him, I'll reward thee 
to Heart's Content. 

Nic. NotT; Iantof his Match, Do you! I fancy an old Uſurer's a Match 
for the Devil. 


Enter 
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Enter Mezzetin in his own Dreſ7, and Colombina. . 

Mex. Oh, Sir! We dare not go to Bed : There have been ſtrange Doings ſince 
we left you : Rarrlings of Chains ; Flaſhes of Light : Some Imps, or ſucking De- 
vils overturn'd all che Pewrer, Bottles, Glafſes, Pans and Kertles; laugh'd aloud, 
and throw'd each of us a piece of Mony, went away, and broke----Nothing. 

Pan, Make me thankful, Ler's ſee the Piece, Sirrah, you ſhall keep nothing of 
theirs. 

Mez. They hit me half a doſen Slaps o* the Face too, thus and thus : Make you 
thankful, Sir. 


Pan, How, you Rogue ? 
Mez. Sir, you'll have me keep nothing ; and then this is ro ſhow you how they 


did. Bur, Sir ; there's a Spaniſh Capiran, who has been ſeeking Miſchief, and the 
Devil in Savoy, Cat2/onra and Flanders, very unluckily theſe Eight Years, and comes 
here to find him : Here he comes. 
Enter Paſquarel, /ike a Capitan : He ſtalks along in ſtrange Poſtures, with 
large Strides. 

Paſ. Senor, I am the renown'd Don Mez3amorto de les Rodomontados: Glory's 
my Chace ; Fighting my Buſineſs; and Killing, my Diverſion. Travelling in the 
Dark (for I dety Danger) I loſt my Men, and my way. I have been ſeeking the 
Devil both in the Old World and the New, reſolv'd to find him in This, or in the 
Next----I am for Rome ; tor that, they ſay, is the likelieſt Place ro find him ; bur, 
hearing you have him in this Houſe, I honour it with my Preſence ; to ler thar 
Devil know, he's a Son of a Whore, to make me ſeek him thus long: I, who ſend 
him ſuch Crowds of Sonls ; the whole College of Phyficians ſcarce fend him- 
more, 

Pan, Nay, he's an uncivil Perſon, that's the Truth on'r. 

Paſ. Tell that Devil, I'm more a Devil than he. 

Pan. Oh, Sir, you're moſt heartily welcome. Wou'd you had bcen here a little 
ſooner ; you might have rold him ſo your ſelf, Bur by ro Morrow you'll have your 
Wiſh ; nay, perhaps ro Night. 

Paſ. I'll ſtay, and Face him ; and with this Sword, with which I kill'd Catinat--- 

Pan. Why Catinat is alive ſtill, Sir. | 

Paſ. Blood and Death! not the Catinat I kill'd. 

Pan, Very true, Sir: I beg your Excellence's Pardon.----- A bloody Fellow. {A/id. 
Signore, to refreſh you, my People ſhall ſerve a Collation. MexFetin, ſome Fruit, 
ſome Liquors and Swear-meats, to refreſh the Capiran ; quick. [Exit Mezzer. 

Paſ. Hold ! If I ſtay, I muſt have a Thing that's pretty hard to be gor, to ſtay 
with me, 

Pan, Whar's that, Sir ? 

Paſ. A Virgin! Such a one ſhe muſt be, that the Devil may have no Power 
over her. 

Pan. Doſt hear, Colombina ? 2 
* Col. Nor I; but what ſhou'd I ſtand here for? [Geing, 

Pan, The Capiran wants a Virgin. 

Col. Why, he does not want me. 

Paſ. Art thou a Virgin ? 

Col, I----I--.am---not---to reſolve you. , 

Paſ. Death and Blood! Draw, ſome Body; forT will have Satisfaftion. 

Col. Indeed, Sir , 1 don't know, I am hard ro be awak'd ſometimes; I don't: 


know what may be done, when I ſleep. Let me go. [Ex. Col. Nic. and Pan. 
Paſ. Well, be or be not; I'll act like all Husbands : Ara venture, Ill tecure 
thee, [Exit Paſquarel, after her, 


Re- 
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Re-enter Mezzetin, with a Table and 4 Colation, 

"Mex. I muſt watch this Spaniard : I fear, this is rather a Plot ro trick tie tur of 
my Miſtreſs, than my old Maſter our of the Deeds. Here's a Table with Fruit ; 
I'll place my Head in it chrough this Hole, ſo as to obſerve him. 'She may well 
think him half mad ; and I'll palt him unſeen, and pur ſomething in his Drink, ſhall 
make her think him quire ſo. Bur huſh ! rhey're coming. 

Re-enter Paſquarel, with Colombiga, 

Col. Be pleas'd to fit, Sir. 

Paſ. Do you fi: roo. TI hope ſhe does not know me in this Garb. [Aſide. 
Col. In Obedience, I will. Be pleas'd to rafte of this, Sir. 

Paſ. By my Sword , dear Creature, there's nothing here I would raſte of but 

'0U. ; 
: Col. Snre, Sir, you would nor eat me ? 

Paſ. Yes, with Kiſſes, \ 

Mez. Are you ſo ſharp ſer ? Tl] ſpoil your Stomach ! There's a-Rogue ! He's for 
raking my Copy-hold over my Head. [In the Table, afide. 

Paſ. Come, were in Itafy, where Opportunities are as welcome as they're 
ſcarce. 
Col. Oh! Sir ; but what if che-Devil ſhould come this moment ? 

Paſ. Why, then I'd make that Devil hold-the Candle ro me, hold his Life of me, 

' bold the Door for me ; and hold himſelf contented. I'd make him tremble, like--- 
[Mezzetin ſhakes the Table, and hoots like an Owl. 

Mez. Who, who, who, whoop ! 

Paf. Hah ! whar's rhar* 

Col. Nothing but a filly Owl. Whar, does that make you tremble ? 

Paſs Whar I? T' ſcorn ro tremble. 1 muſt confeſs, it made me ſhake, Bur 
'rwas as the Lyon docs ; nothing but the Rouſing up of my Courage; and now 'tis 
vp, have at You. [Offers to-hiſs and ſmuggle her. 

Col. Nicholas! Mezzetin! [| ſoftly. ] '1 vow, Sir, I'll call louder ! Nicholas ! 

Paſ. Pox, thar laſt was roo loud : Now a well-bred Woman would have cry'd out 
ſo ſoftly, that no Body would have heard her. 
Enter Nicholas. 
Nic. What's vhe matter there ? 


*Col.” Oh! -nothing : I wasonly afraid of rhe Devil. Yer ſtay, or T'll gotoo. 

Nic. I will, and thank you roo. 

[He ſits on the Table ruſtically, and falls a munching. 

Paſ. Why, do you*fear Does not this Sword ſecure you > [Nic, looks on't, 
Wich his Nurſing-Mother of Surgeons in my Hand, I took the Grand Viſir, thus ! 
[Takes Nicholzs by the Nefe.] THI tell you how, at the Battle of Argos, my Courage 
and Conduct got the Day. There lay the Chriſtians-----There the Turks. Theſe 
Sugar-plumbs the one ; and theſe the other. Thus did I charge their Right ; pow, 
pow, pow! Theres a Colonel kill'd, with three Captains. Thus, they're raken 
off, and the Ranks clos'd. Then their Left comes on, pow, pow ! There lie rwo Men 
flain ; I rake 'em off! Then thus I charge their main Body, pow, pow, pow, 
pow ; and I rout and take 'em all Priſoners, [ He takes mo#t of the Plumbs off ; 
and from time to time Mezzetin pelts him, at which he ſtarts, and makes Grimaces. 

Nic. Ay, but thus pow, pow, pow, you eat all. This is new-faſhion'd Juſ.ice; 
ſome all, ſome none. - 

Paſ. No, Feliew, tho' rhou art Clay, I'll fairly give thee half, There's one for 
Me, one for Thee, and one for Mc. One for Me, One for Thee, and one for Me. 
):e for Me, one for Thee, and one for mc. 

Nic, Why, you take Two for my One + is this your fair half? 


Pa, 
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Paſ. Ay, was ever the King's Moyery otherwiſe paid in > Come, now 1ct's 


drink a Glaſs. pens oe : 
Mex. There I warch'd you. [As he lies hid in the Table, under tle Fruit, he pours 


ſemethin out of a Viol into Paſquatel's Wine, _ 
Paf. Tonfukon ro all Cowards. [He drinks. 

Nic. Hold, Maſter, don't curſe your beſt Friends. 

Col. Ay, were it not for Cowards, how wou'd half of you Men paſs for Valiant? 

Mex. Juſt as, were it not for Fools, halt of you Women would pals fcr ho- 

? [ Aſide. 

Paſ. [He ſtarts up ſuddenly, and makes ſtrange Faces.) T'm hot, I'll rake the 
Air. To Horſe, ro Horſe! Thus vaults the Soldier in his Landlord's Saddle. 
[He jumps on Nicholas's Back, taking him for a Horſe. Nicholas N-ighs and Winſes.] 
See, ſee, how faſt the brave Dutch Squadrons gallop. Bear me, Bucephalus, among 
the Bilews! Oh! 'tis a noble Beaſt. Whar's that ? Ill alight and catch ir. A, 
Maidenhead ! Whip, 'ris gone ! "Twas nothing. Thus it went, Hey! Preſto paſs. 
[He paſſes very ſwiftly through the back of the Chair, then ſtruts cut. As if the 
old World modeſtly withdrew, and here in private had brought forth a new. 

Nic. He's ſtark ſtaring Mad ; he raves and heaves and winds himſelf, like any 
Wench in Firs. Sure the Devil's got into his Wemb. He's a playing's Chriſftmas- 
Gambols! Let's ſcamper and rell our Maſter. [Ex. Nic. and Colomb. 

Mez. Wou'd I were well off now. [Afide. 

Paſ. Hah! I burn! Where am I * What Place is this > A Conventicle > How 
crowded 'tis with Whoremaſters! Hah} Sure 'tis Hell. I know it by their Grin- 
ning. How ! Vanity here! Vanity there ! Vanity every where! Whar's that lean 
Thing? Poor Matrimony ! See, ſee ! Repentance treads on his Hecls, ahd Cuckol- 
dom rubs his Forehead. Hah ! hah ! hah ! Who's that with a Face of the Colour 
of a Srock-jobbers Conſcience > Hypocriſy ! No, ſhe's at Church. I know her 
now ; 'tis Proſerpine, T'il have her, and make the Devil a Cuckold. Stay, Tl 


,treat her firſt with Fruit. [Mezzetin, afraid of being ſeen and hurt, ſtirs in the 


Table, creeping off with it.] How! The Tale moves. "Tis Tanta/us's Feaſt. 
Now by the Gods, by Paſquarel T ſwear, I'll be reveng'd and pur our all Hells Fires, 


Till Fiends meet Fiends, and juſtle in the Dark. Exit. 
[Mezzetin rwns croſs the Stage with the Table about his Neck, and Exit. 


Enter Pantalone with a B'underbuſs, and Nicholas meeting. 
Pan. Whar's the marrer ? Is any Body robbing me here ? 
Nie. Oh, Sir, the Devil (God bleſs us) is certainly got into that ſame huffy Fel- 
low, and he's driving him for ought I know into the next Pend, like any mad 
wine, 
Pan, I'm glad on'r ; then I hope we're rid of him. 
Nic. Ay, Sir, I warrant you he's far _ by this Time, Burt there's a Neigh- 
bour of ours withour ſays, he has a Bargain for your Worſhip. 
Pan. Whar, at this time of Night * Bid him come in tho, [Exit Nicholas. 
It muſt be ſome good Bargain, by the Hour 'tis brought ar. [ Aſide. 
Re-enter Nicholas, with a large parcel of Plate up in a Cloth, — 
Nic. He won't be ſeen, Sir ; bur here's a parcel of Silyer-Plate he wiſhd me 
to bring you. | 
Pan, Leave ir, and tell him, I thank him. : . 
Nic. Not ſo faſt, Robin; I bring it to be ſold, Man. Why, there's enough of it 
to buy a ſcore of Lordſhips, and debauch a whole County. 
Pan, Sold! Bur where's there Mony to buy ir ? : 
[Nic, opens the Cloth, and Pan, us * on't, during a good part of the Scene. 


Nic, 
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Nic. Thns it is now with theſe Mony-mongers | They'll all tell you they n, 
Mony, yet they're always laying out. 

Pan. Hark you ; your Ear: Was it ſtolen ? For then I muſt give accordingly, 

Nic. No mary wa'ntit: "Twas my Neighbour's old Maſter's, ſuch anowber ol 
Thief as your Worſhip : He damn'd himſelf to ger, and his Heir wants to fell is to 
buy Earthen Ware, I think, 

Pan, Oh! if 'tis a young Heirs, he'll afford as Jy a Pennyworth, as if were 
ſtolen. A prudent Age! Men part with their {olid Meral, to purchaſe brinle 
Earth ! What,do you ack for't ? 

Nic. Cheap enough ! Threeſcore and rwo Pence ai: Uunce, 

Pan. I that cheap ? . 

Nic. Ay, mary, is it: Some wou'd give Threeſcore and ten, yet can't Ft 
enough ont. 

Pan. Ay, but we Men of Mony know better Things: Come, I'll give you Fify 
Crowns for't, all at a Lump. 

Nic. Why, I cou'd have more at the Mint. 

[Pantalone ries up the Plate ggain in the Clath, 

Nic. Ay, but when, my Friend ? 

N:c. When 2 Why nor to Night, 'tis ſomewhat of the lateſt ; bur after to Mar- 
row. Good by r'yec. [Going. | 

Pan. Come back, I'll give you Thirty Piſtols for'r, 

Nic. No, I'll rake no lels than Forty, 

Pan. Come then, I'!] advance----Six-pence. | 

Nic. Keep your (ingle Sice to: buy a Halter, I'll rake no leſs than Fourſcare 
Crowns. 

Pan. Well, come back, and rake 'cm. This FeHlow's a Fool, and takes much 
teſs in Silver, than I bid him in Gold. Afide.} Here's the Mony. [Gives him May, 

Nic. Ay, but where's my Pair of Gloves > Don't I know there's no good Jobb 
got now-a-days, bur the Procurer gets a Spel-? 

Pan. Ay, a Peaſecods on'r ! Thar ſomctimes amounts to half on both ſides, [4 
Come, T'll give thee----I 1] give thee---- 

Nic. Whar will you gi' me? 

Pan, Thanks=--And that's more than ſome will give for a good Turn, 

Nic. Farewel ard be Hang'd, that's twice Go'd buy. [Goes towards the Dur, 
and changes the Cloth and the Plate for a Clcth juft like it, full of Earthen Ware, |» 
dextroufly, that the Audience cannot perceive it. 

Pan, Come, there's a Crown for thee. 

Nic. A Crown! Tl have Forty in one Word; or you ſhan't have ir. 

Pan, Forty ! 

Nic. Ay, now I bargain for my ſelf, Man. 

Pan. Hang it! Come, take 'em, here's the whole Sum. [Gives him the Moy: 

Nic. And there's the whole Plate. {Gives him the Bundle.] Exit Nic. 

Pan. What lumping Bargain's we get, now Mony's ſcarce ! Let's ſee mine again | 
That's half the Pleaſure of an Uſurer. Sure 'tis worth above fix hundred Crowns 
{He opens.the Cloth, and finds it full of courſe Earthen Ware.) Bleſs me! Do 1 ſee, 
or NO #------No, ſure I Dream-----No, bur I don't----Oh! this is another of the 
Devil's Tricks. I'm undone ! I'll hang my ſelf ſtrair, to avoid Shame and Sor- 
row. 

Euter Cynthio, like an Infernal Deity. 

Cyn. Hold, Mortal ! Behold Mammon,, that dread Power that makes Men 

zreat, the God thou ſery'it and worſhip'/ſt. I'll now make up thy Los ren 


land Fold, Some Fiends, ſer on by Cyebio, have this Night di bd and threaten'd 


thee, 
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. bur fear 'em nor. I'm their Superiour, and will make them ſerve thee : For, 
what withſtands Almighry Mammon's Power ? I'll force 'em now to fill this Cheit 
with Gold. Bur they re of diſmal Shapes, and their Sight hurrful ; chen tarn thy 
Back, and as thou lov'|t thy Life, or dearer Wealth, till chey've perform'd my Will, 
<4 not an Eye this way. When thrice thou'rr call'd, then, turn, {ce, wonder, and 
ill ſerve Grear Mammon. 

Pan. Dread Mammon, I obey; and if I rurn before, may. I then loſe whatever 
| have here. | 
Cm, Spirirs of Earth and Fire, appear 
| Swift as Thought, Great Mammon's here. 
Take this Cheft, and all thar's in ir, 
And her. rerurn it in a Minute, 
As tull of Gold, . 
As ir can hold, 
: Enter Two Men dreft like Devils, 
| 1 Devil, Shall we, for want of Time to make it, 
' _ Ar the Bank of Venice take it ? 
On. No, you muſt nor, leſt you break ir. 
1 Devil, Shall wc ro that of London run ? 
Cyn. No ; much of its Gold is gone. 
1 Devil, To Amſterdam we'll fly with Speed. 
Cn, Ay, There you'll find enough indeed, 
Bur kepr ſo cloſe you ſcarce wou'd ſpeed. 
Fly ro Cales ; there, like filly Elves, 
They get it, bur keep none themſelves. 
1 Deez/, Swifter than Sight we fly through Air ; 
And in a moment wilbbe there. 
L_ Cynthio, and Devils with the Che#t, 
Pan. Well, I'm made for ever. My Lord Mammon is like all rhe World, and 
is kindeſt ro thoſe that keep Mony by them 5 and Ill keep mine ſo, thar 'tis nor 
not Forty in the Hundred Diſcount ſhall decoy: me to part with ir. Tve a grear 
Mind to rurn, and make my Court to the Spirits, that they may bring me more 
hereafter, Bur I muſt nor. Wou'd they were come ! Methinks rhey our-ſtay their 
Time.---.Whzt if rhis damn'd Fiend that haunts me, has chang'd Shapes to p/ague 
me more? What need they have raken the Cheſt > There my Deeds are, and ren 
thouſand Ducats! Oh ! I'm in a cold Swear--—--Shall I look back ? What ſhall 


I do? | 
Enter Nicholas. 

Nic, Oh! here's the old Craven dares not go to Rooſt without me, He ſleeps 
ſtanding. T'll call him-----Maſter ! Signore P.mmtalone ! 

Pan, Oh! I beg Great Mammon's Pardon ! They are come. 

Nic. Why, Signore Pantalone ! 

Pan. Hah! T've been called twice. 

Nic. Hey, Signore Pantalone ! 

Pan. Now do I turn to look on my Gold, and thank Great Mammon, [ Falls on 
by Knees before Nicholas, e're he ſees him ; then ſeeing him us ſtartled.) Hah! 

Nic. Nay, why d'you kneel ro me for ? I a'n't your God-father, 

Pan, Where's my Cheſt, my Mony, my Deeds ? 

Nic, Nay, the Devil and you know belt. 

Pan, Undone! Rnin'd ! Let me curſe my ſelf into the Ground, for I ha'n't enough 
left to bury me! Run, on: Ride, charge a Conftable with them, 

Wi 


Nic, With whom > the Devil, ? 
| | H 2 Pan, 
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Pan. Run to a Conjurer. Caſt a Figure ! T'll have it again, tho' he has me for; 
Stay, I'll be reveng'd on my ſelf. - Ger me ſome Poyſon. ; 

Nic. How much, Sir * We buy ir of 'Pothecaries ar Half a Crown a Glaſs; hy 
you may have it at the Vintners at Eighreen Pence-a Bortle. 

Pan. No, not ſo dear! All my Mony's gone! Two penny-worth of Ratbare 
will do------Stay, T'll fave the Mony. There's a Rope yonder, Ill &en hang my 
ſelf. Oh my Cheſt! My dear Cheſt! I'll not ſurvive thy Lofs. Thou art gone 19 
the Devil! Oh my Cheit! my dear Cheſt! I'll follow thee. [He claps a Rope abu 
hy Neck, and ſteps out, as if 'twere to hang himſelf. 


Nic. Wowns! He's hanging himſelf. "Tis like ro be a bleſſed Time, tho! , 


when Utſurers hang themſelves ! Bur whar a Pity 'tis! I came to tell him how he 
might ha' lick'd himſelf whole, by lending a well-landed Heir a Sum of Mony, 
[He puts his Hands between the Rope and hy Neck on a ſudden, peeps in, y4 
ſpeaks as if half choak'd. 

Pan, Is he of Age ? 

Nic. Mercy o' me ! I fancy, the hopes of choufing a young Squire, wou'd raiſe 
an Ulurer from the Dead. You're welcome from Hell, Sir! Of Ape, fay you? 
Mary, many of his Age have ſpent two or three times more than they're worth=.. 
Stay, an' he lives to ſee the Firſt of Apri/ come Twelve-months, he'll be—-juſt Two 
and rwenty. Bleſs'd be the Day when it comes. 

. _— Oh he's a Minor, Nothing to be done ! And more cauſe of hanging ny 
elf. : 

Nic. Bur, Sir ! 

Pan. Lard ! Can't you ler a Man hang himſelf in Peace. 

[He goes in, and hangs himſelf. 

Nic, Wowns! I muſt go ger a good Knife, or. his Soul will burſt our at the Bung- 
hole. P [Exit Nicholas, 

Enter Cynthio and Mezzetin, 

Cyn. Signore Pantalone hang'd. I'll cut him down. [Cuts him down, 

Mez. Lard, Sir, cou'd not you ler him alone? Hel have an Action againſt you 
for ſpoiling his Rope. 

Cyn. He's not dead ! His Pulſe beats ! He's but in a Swoon. 

Mez. Ler's keep the Room dark, and when he wakes make him believe he's in 
Hell: This may do you and him. ſome good. 

Cyn. So it may--.-But what have you done with my Spaniard ? 

Mez. Sir, he's come to his Senſes: The Doſe which I pour'd into his Glas 
never works above a quarter of an Hour. 

Cyn. Then he may be further uſeful. Bring our Spirits hither , while I order 
Things to bring him before us, who'll repreſent Lucifer's Court of Juſtice, Ob 
they re here. 

Enter Two Men lihe Devils. 

Cyn, Apply this Efſence ro his Noſtrils; and when he revives, tell him he's in Hell, 

pp [Exeunt Cyrthio and Mezzctin, who firft puts out the Candle, 

Pan. Where am I ? ; 

1\Dev. In Hlell, wretched Soul! 

— Defend me ! Whar are you * 

I 


We are the Sheriff's Officers of Hell: Yon muſt come to be try'd and 
{entenc'd. | 


Pan. Oh hoh! But am I then dead ? 

1 Dev. Yes, and damn'd : Were you not an Uſurer ? 

Pan. No indeed ; I only lent Mony to Friends, on Land, or other good Security, 
at Twenty in the Hundred-.--And that's but a National Rate you know, Oh hob - 
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T fhould ha' thought I had been alive, but thar T remember I hang'd my elf - mes 
thinks I am no more dead than e're I was in my Life. ga my ſelf ; me» 


The Scene opens, and diſcovers Mezzetin like Minos, attended by other Devils in Gowns, 
and ſome with Torches ; Cynthio, Iſabella, Colombina, and Nicholas, as ſeme of 
'em, diſeuis'd and mask'd. | 
Mez. Bring the Criminals to -the Bar to receive Sentence. Make hafte, I'm 

hungry, and conſequently as out of Humour as my Brother-Judges above, at a re- 

dious Quarter-Sefions. 

1 Dev. Bear back there! Make way for the Quack Doctor. 

Enter Quack Door. 

Quack, Tranſportation, my Lord ! I've ſent more People to Hell laſt Year, than 
did a whole Army in Flanders. | 

Mez. That was but againſt your Will. Hearken to your Sentence. I'm in haſte, 
and wave Method. You ſhall ſwallow every Day a Peck of your own Pills / 
Twelve Vomits, Sixteen Purges, Fourteen Bolus's, and Six and thirty Clyſters of 
Aqua Fortis. 

1- Dev. Make way for the Vintner. 

Enter a Vintner. 

Vintner. My Lord, Tve kill'd my ſelf in your Service ; and have ſent you more 
People than the modern Broachers of Herefies in Phylic and Divinity ; and that's 
whole Legions, my Lord. 

Mez. Againſt your Will roo. You ſhall ſer np a Hedge-Tavern for Bullies and. 
Night-walkers ; never Ride nor Tipple abroad, F in ſeal d Meaſures at the Statute» 
price, be boy1'd in {lumm'd Claret, and drink your own Wines over again. 

1 Dev. Rocm for an old Maid. 

Enter Old Maid. 
, Ol4 M:id My Lord, I'm not fir: for Hell. 

Mex. How ? And an cld Maid ? 

Old Xi:i4. There muſt be gnaſhing of Teeth :* Now I have none, my Lord: 
Then there muſt be Weeping ; and I wept fo much, firſt, for having refus'd, and 
then for being refus'd, that I'm as dry as Tinder, my Lord. 

Mez. Her Crimes are too enormous for Hell ro puniſh----Let ker be----Stay, what 
ſhalt ſhe be 2------Still an old Maid. 

O. Maid. My Lord, let me have the Benefit of the Clergy. 

Mez. Tis too late. Take her away ; cur her into Matches, and lay her up in 
Plute's Tinder-box, 

O. Maid. I'm quick with Child, my Lord. I plcad my Belly. 

Mex. Away with her ; I'll hear no more. 

1 Dev, May it pleaſe your Lordſhip, here's a Criminal to be try'd, {Shows Pant: 

Mez. Dam him! I'm in haſte. Let him be hang'd on Tantalu;'s free. 

Pan, My Lord, I've been hang'd already. 

Mez. Whar arr thou ? 

Pan. An Uſurer, as they'll have it, an't pleaſe your Diabolity. 

M-z. Hell's full of them. This makes People want Mony 1ſo damnably above. 
Whar werr thou damn'd for ? 

' Pan. For nothing, my Lord : Only for thinking too well of the World. I cheat- 
ed, as every Body does; I was cheated again, and ſoſuſpended my ſelf. 

Mex. Hearken to your Sentence. You ſha!l for ever lend Mony, without Secu- 
curir?” or Intereſt, ro Prodigals, Projectors, and Poers; receive as many Laſhes as 
you've gor Pence by Extortion, be findg'd with your beſt Bonds, and the Laird of 


Hell roaft your $-le, 
Pas, 
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Paxt. Mercy, 'My-good'Lord-Devil! I have neither Bonds, n#r Mony. Mevcy | 
[Mercy ! 

wy Mer. How! No Bonds! No Mony ! Produce the Cheſt. 

1 Dev. Here 'tis produc'd in Court. [The Cheſt is produc'd, 

Pan., My Lord, I've no right in 'em. , Thele are only ſoine Deeds that belon 
toa Gentleman, whoſe Father I wrong'd ; his Name's Cynthio : Ler hinv have 'em, 
And the Tcn thouſand Ducats are my Niece I/abe!/2's: I was her Guardian, and 
chearced her of 'em. Let 'em rake 'em among 'em, and Marry when they will, and 
Wo you have Mercy my Lord-Judge. Tran{portation ! Mercy ! 

Mez. Mercy, upon an empty Stomach 2 Yer what ſhall we do with this wicked 
Fellow ? He'll bur ſpoil theſe worthy Gentlemen here, 

1 Dev. Let him ſer his Hand to this Paper ro make good whay he ſays, and ſend 
him to his World again, without Mony. He'll be miſerable enough thus. There's 
no Rocm for him here ; no nor among the Proctors, Taylors, Overſeers of the Poor, 
nor the Pawn-brokers. ' * 

[Panralone takes 4 Paper which is ſhow'd him, looks on't, and then ſigns it, 

Pan. Stay, is it ſtamp'd Paper? Yes! Hah wou'd it wer'nt. A/ide.} There, my 
good Lord / I deliver this as my Act and Deed, for the uſe of the Perſons therein 
mention'd. [He gives the Paper to Cynthio, who ſits diſguis'd like the Clerk 

(of the Court. | 

Mez. And. I adjourn the Court-—--—Theſe Gentlemen may go Sup where they 
can: As for you, Signore Pantalone, you ſhall be our Gueſt, {Mezzetin jumps off 
ſuddenly from his Fudgment-ſeat ; the black Cloth, that cover'd it, at once draws far- 
ward with him, and diſcovers a Table with Plates and a Banquet, Cynthio, Iſabella, 
Colombina and Nicholas, pull off their Diſguaſes. 

Pan. Bleſs me ! Are you all in Hell > Or am I out of it > Oh I have been 
cheared, gull'd, made an Aſs, and whar's worſe, a Beggar /! 

A!. Hah, hah, hah ! [They laugh at him, 

Cn. Come, Sir, you've enough left: You've parted with nothing bur what was 
not yours; and tis to your Niece, and to me, to whom you owe more ; fince you 
owe me your Lite; for, had I not cut the Rope, you had been dead, and damn'd 
as you thoughr your ſelf juſt now. Thank Providence, and learn to make a berter 
uſe of what you enjoy. 

Pan, Well, the Advice is good. Heav'n forgive me, and bleſs you rogether ! 
Since you have fav'd a Life that ſtood berween an Eſtate and your Miſtreſs, you 
ſhow yoa deſerve it, and you ſhall have all, when I dic: For now 111 right thoſe 
I've wrong'd, and, tho' late, begin to lead a new Life. 

Nic. Look you, Maſter of mine, ſo wou'd I roo. I borrow'd ſome Plate of our 
Neighbour, Sir Fohn's Steward, and fold it you ; then chang'd it and the Cloth, 
rhinking you'd fancy the Devil had don'r in this Hurly-burly : Since that they brought 
me ints this Plot here, for I kneugfnothing on't before ; but rake your Muck again, 
'tis Uſurer's Mony, the Widow'$and Fatherlcſs's Blood, and the poor Man's Curſe; 
'rwoud not thrive with mc. 

Pan. No, to ſhow I'm no more ſuch, keep ir ; I give it thee freely, honeſt Fellow. 

Nic. Well, now I dare keep it, Theres a Wonder come to paſs! A Pinch- 
penny grown Free-hearred. Covetouſneſs routed our, Well, 

FY To cure all Miſers of that eurſed Evil, 
I fancy there's no DoRor like the Devil. 
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EPILOGUE, 


Ings ſerid Embaſſadors ;, ſo Poets do. 
K 1 from the French, to the Confederates, You, ; 
Am ſent Plenipotentiary 3 for Peace to ſue. ; 
To treat with me, Pray think i no Diſprace ! 
Tow may read my Credentials in my Face. 
Beſides, I'm told, the ſillieft Women are, 
Able to deal with the bef# of you here : © 
You're fierce at firft, but tamely end the Wax. 
The Pow'r that ſent me offers to reſtore 
All be took ſdgce he treated here before, 
Or elſe Equivalents, What wow'd y have more ? c 
Not want at Home from others made bins take : 
He only took for ſweet Convenience-ſake, 

ree! Faith, ouce I thought, as be does uſe you, 

This talk of Peace was only to amuſe you. 
But now be finds his Treaſury grows low ; 
Tho' yours he fancies now is but ſo ſo. 
Thus, tird like you, he's willing War ſhould ceaſe, 
Becauſe he hopes he may get more by a Peace, 
All you he'll ſpare, whom pointed Satire hits, : 
From thoſe who crow'd us here, to yonder peeping Wits ;, 4 
Ev'n Cruicks, /Masks, and Beaux ;, nay C uckolds, Squires and Cits, N\\ 
Hell let the Critick for good-natur'd pa's ; ” 
The Mak for fair and modeft, while ſhe hides her Face, 
Fhe Fair, who ſcarce dares ogle at Hide-Park, 2 


Shall ſafely meet in other, when 'tis dark, 


And keep Time with the Muſic and ber Spark. 

The Wits for Beaux ſhall paſs ;, for Wits, the Beaux, 

And if they pleaſe, wear Perimigs to their Tees, L 
And Shoulder o Mutton- Flaps in Gawdy double Rows, % 
The Squire ſhall be well bred, old Matron pretty, 

And Cuckold's- point no Scandal to the City. 

Why, thus you'll all be ſafe ! Then kindly bleſs 

This my firf# Embaſſy, with fair Suceele 

Ladies, let your Mediation end the War ! 

Hle never treſpaſs'd yet againit the Fair. 

And, Sirs, till we your :artst” a Peace induce, 

Pray let me have your Hands, and grant at leaft 4 Truce. - 
Web rati yt on Thuc (day at this Place : 

But then be ſure you ben't in Needmore's Caſe. 
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